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Actus Primus . 



a.'iVv 



. 

e ”**r Ferdinand King of Nauarre, Berowne , Lonrattitt 
and Dtimanc* 



Ferdinand . 



§fer~ 






\Et Fdjwe, that all hunt after in their Hues 
gg Liueregiftrcd vpon our brazen Tombes, 



H f i««vu j. omocs, 

And then grace VS m thedifgrace of death - 
When fpight of cormorant deuouring Time 
Th’endeuour of thisprefent breath may buvi 



That honour which Itiall batchisiythes kecne'edee 0 *^ ^ * 
And makevsheyresofalletcrnitie. ®* 

T herefore braue conquerors, for fo y©u are 

That warreagaintt your owneaffeaions, * 

And the huge Annie of the worlds defircs 
Ourlate edia (hall ftrongly ftand in force 
Nauar lhall be the wonder of the world. 

OurCourt fhall be a little Academe , 

•Still and contemplatiuein liuing Art, 

You three, Berowne, T>uniaine> and Loneattllll 
Haue fwornc for three yceres terme, to line with me * 

My fellow fchollers, and to keepethofeftatutes 
Thatare recorded in this fcedule hcere 
Your oathes are part and now fubferibe your names 
That his owne hand may ftrike his honour downf 
That violates the fmallefl branch herein • * 

If you are arm’d to doe, asfworneto doe 
Subscribe toyour deepe oathes, and kccpcit to. 

^ * Longmilf 
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tones Labour s lop* 

LontMiH . I am refolu’d, 'ris but a three yeercs fafts 
The minde (hall banquet, though the body pine. 

Fat paunches haueleaae pates : and dainne bus 
Make rich the ribs, but banquerout the vvits. 

Dumatte. MylouingLord, is mortified j 

The groller manner of thefe worlds delights. 

He throwesvpon the grolfc worlds bafer flaues: ; 

T-o loue, to wealth, to pompe I pine and die, 

With all thefe lining in-Philofopbic. 

Bcrctvne. I can butisy their protcftationcucr,, 

So much, deerc Liege, I haue already fwoine, 

That is, to hue and ftudy heere three yecres. 

But there arc other drift obferuanccs : 

As not to fee a woman in thacterme, 

Which 1 hope. weliis not enrolled there. . 

And one day in a weeke to touch no food .* 

And but one tncale on eueryday befide : 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fleepe but three houtes in the night , 

Andnot be feene to winke of all the day. 

When I was wont to thinkc no harmc all night, , 

And make a darke night too of hal fc the day : 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. . 

O, thefe are barren taskes. too bard to keepe, 

Not to fee Lady e$, ftudy, faft,not fi'eepe. 

Ferd. Your oath ispaft, to pafTc away from thefe* . 
Berotv. Let mefay no my Licdge, and if you pleafr, . 

I onely fworc to ftudy with your grace,. 

And flay heere inyoutCourtfor three yeercsfpace. 

Lor.ga. Youfworc to that Berowne, and to the reft.. 
Berev>. By yea and nay fir, then I fwore inieft. . 

What is tb c cud of ftudy, 1 ct me know i , 

Per. Wiry thatto know whicbelle.wc Ihould not know. 
Ber. Things hid & bard'you meane) from common feefe 
Ferd. I, that is ftudies godriikc recompcnce. 

Bero. Come on then, I will'fweare to ftudy, jb» 

To know thething I am forbid toknow : 

Asthus, to ftudy where 1 well may dine , 

Whan Ltoo faft cxprellely am forbid. .. 



tones Labours loft. 

Or ftudy whereto mecte fome Miftrctfc finci . 

When M iftrelles from common fenfe are hid: 

Or hauingfworne too hard ajceeping oath, 

Stwdie to breake it, and not breakc my troth. 

If ftudies gaine be thus, and thisbefoe, 1 

Studic knowes that which yet it doth not know, 

Swcore me to this, and I will nec’rc fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the flops that hinder ftudiequite, 

And traine ourintcllefts to vaine delight. 

Ber. Why ?alldelightsarcvaine,andthatmoftvaine 
Which with paiae purchas'd, doth inherit paine, 
Aspainefullyropoarc vpona Books , 

To fecke thelight of truth, while truth the while 
Dothfalfcly blindc the eye-fight of his locke : 

Light (ccking light, doth light of light beguile 
So ereyou finde where lighcin darkeneffe lies. 

Your light growes darke by loofiog of your eyes* 

Studic me how to pleafe chc eye indeede , 

By fixingit vpon a fairer eyey t 

Who dazling fo, thar eye (hall be his heed. 

And giue him light that it was blinded by, 

Studic is like the heauens glorious Sunne, * 

That will not be deepe fearch’d with fawey lookes j 
Small hauecontinuall plodders euer wonne, 

Saue bale authority from otiiers Booker. i 

Thefe Earthly Godfathers of heauens lights. 

That giue a name to euery fixed Starre,° f- 

Haue no more profit of their fhining nights, 

Then thofe that walke and wot not what they are 
Too much to know, isto know noughtbut fame t 
Ar.deuery Godfather can giue a name. 

Fer. How well hee’s read, to teafon againft reading^ , 
f Duni. Proceeded well, to flop ail good proceeding.: 

Lon. Heeweede* the come, and ftill lets grow the weeding: 
Ber. The fprjngisnearc when greene.gcdfearc abreeding, , 
IBy.tn. How followes that 
Ber. Fitin hisplace and time. ;. 

Bum. In reafon nothing. 

^. Something then in rime. 

& 3 Fcrdx 







Loues Labour s loft. 

fcrd. Berowne isUke an enuious (heaping Froft, 

Thac bites ths firft berne Infants of the Swing- 

B er. Well, fav I am, why fhould proud summer boaft, 
Before'the birds haue any caufc tojmg l . 

Why fhould I ioy in any abortiue birth . 

At Chriitmas I no more defire a role, 

Then wifh a Snow in Mayes new fangled (howes ; 

But like of each thing that in fcafon growes. 

Tha°mrc locijmbs or«te Imuft to vntoeke ,he gue. 

And though I heue for Barbarifme fpokc more, 

Then for that Angcll knowledge you can fay, 

Yet confident Ilckeepe what 1 hauefworne. 

And bide the penance of each three yearcs daye. 

Giue me the paper, letme reade the fame, 

And to the drifted decrees lie write my name. 

AVr.How well this yeelding refcuesthec from (ham . 
Ber.Itew. That no woman Ihall come within a nu c o; my 

Court. 

Hath this beene proclaimed ? 

Lex. Fouredayesagoe. 

Ber. Let's fee the penaltic. 

On painc of looting her tongue. 

Who dcuis’d tliispenaltic * 

Z<?«.Marry that did I. 

Ber. SweetcLord, andwhy? 

Lcn. To fright them hence with that dread penamc, 

A tljat aSSSSkc whb *. 

cearmeof three yeeres, he (hall endure luch publikefliarae, as 
the red of the Court fliall poflibly deuife. 

Ber. This Article my Licdgc your felfe mutt breake, 
Forwell you know hcrecomesin Embaffie 
The French Kings daughter, with your felfc to ipeakc: 

A Maide of grace and compleate maieftie, 

About furrendervp of Aquitaine '. 

To her decrepit, ficke, and bed-rid Father, Therefore 






tom Labour’s lofi. 

x Therefore this article is made in vaine, 

Or vainely comes th'admired PrinceUe hither. 

Fer. What fay you Lords ? 

VVhy, this was quite forgot. 

Ber. Soduditeuermorcisouerfhoti 
While it doth dudy to haue what k would, 

It doth forget to doe the thing it fhould : 

And when it hath the thing ic hunteth mod, 

;Tis won as townes with fire, fo won,fo loft. 

Fer. W ee muft of force difpence with this Decree, 

She muft lye here on meere neceflity. 

Ber. Neceflity will make vs both forfworne 
Three thoufand times within this three yeeres fpace j 
For euery man with his affefts is borne, 

Not by mightmaftrcd.butby fpeciall grace. 

If I breake faith, this word (hall breake for me, 

I am forfworne on meere neccflide^ 

So to thcLawesat large! write my name. 

And he that breakes them in the lead degree* 

Stands in attainder of etcrnallfhame. 

Suggeftions are to others as to mce: 

But 1 belecue although I feeme fo loth, 

I am the lad that will laftkeepc hisoth. 

But is there no quickere creation granted ? 

Fer. I that there is, our Court you know is hanted .1 
With a refined trauailer of Spaine t 
A man in all the worlds new fafhion planted, 
Thathathamincofphrafesin hisbraine : 

One, who the Muficke of bis ownc vaine tongue,' 

Doth rauifh like inchanting harmonic .• 

A man of complements whom right and wrong 
Uauc chofc as vmpire of thek mutinie. 

This childe of faneie that Armado highr, . : -• 

Forinterim to our ftudies fhallrelate. 

Inhigh-bprHc words the worth of many a Knight s 
From tawny Spain e loft in the worlds debate. 

How you delight my Lords I know not I, 

But I proud 1 iouetoheare him Tie, 

And I will vfe hm for my Minftrelfie, ; 

Mere* . 








Loues Labour's loft* 

Bert. Armada is amoft iftuflrious wight, , 

A man of fire, new words, fafhions owne Kmgnt. 

Lt „. Coftard the fwaine and he, fnall be our iporr, 

And fo to iUidic, three yeeres is but ihort. 

Shut a Confiable with Coftard with a Letter. 

Con ft. Which is the Dukes owne perfon ? 

Her. This fellow. What would’ft? . 

r on . 1 my felfc reprehend his owne perfon, for I am his grace® 
Tlurborough ; but I would fee his ownc perfon in flelh and 

blood* - - „ 

Ber. Thisishe. 

Con. Signcor Arme, Arme commends you? 

There’s villanie abroad, this letter will tell you more. 

Clow. Sir the Contempts thereof are as touching naec. 

Fer. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Ber. How low foeucr the matter, I hope in God tor high 

Lon, A high hope for a low lieaien^God grant vs patience. 

Ber.'Vo heareorforbeare hearing. 

Lon. To heare meekely fir, and to laugh moderately, or to 

forbearc both. ^ v 

Ber. Wellfir, be it as the ftile fliall giue vs caufe to chmcm 

the mcrrincire. . 

Clew. The matter is to me fir, as concerning 
The manner ofit is, I was taken with the manner . 

Ber. In what manner? . ■ „ , . , . 

CU.ln manner and forme following (ir,all thoie three. I was 
feene with her in the Mannor houfe, fitting with hervponthe 
Forme, and taken following her into the Parke r which put to- 
gether is in manner and forme following. Now " r ior the man- 
ner ; it is the manner of a man to fpcaketoa woman, for the 
forme in fomc forme. 

Ber. For the following fir. , 

Clow . As itihall follow in my corrcftion, and God defend 
she right. 

Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention i 

Fer. As wee would heare an Oracle, 

- 



toues Labour's loft* 

flo. Such is the Gmplicitie of man to harken after the flelh. 

Ferdinan « 

G Reat D eputie, the Welkins Viccgereut^ani foie domimtzr 
if Nauar, my fotiles earths God, and bodies f oft ring patronex 
Coft. Not a word of Coftard yet. 

FercU So it is* 

Co ft, Ic may be fo : buc if he fay it is fo, he isin tcllingf mo£ 
hutfo* 

Ford. Peace* 

Clow. Be to me, and euery man that dares not fight* 

Ferd* No words, 

Clow. Of other mens fecrcts I befeech you. 

Ferd. So it is befieged with fable coloured melancholy , I did 
commend the blacke oppr effing humour to the mo ft wholefome 
Fhyfickjs of thy health-gining ayre : And as lam a Gentleman * 
betooke my felfe towalke z the time when ? about the fixt ho ure 9 
when beafls moft grafe % birds heft pecke,and menfit downe to that 
oteuri/bment which is called fupper: fo much for the time When* 
Now for the ground which ? which Imeane I wallet vp&n, it is 
ycliped. Thy Farke. Then for the place where ? where Imeane I 
did encounter that obfeene and moftprepofterouseuentthat draw - 
cthfrommy /now ’■white pen the ebon coloured Inkc y which heere 
thou view eft y beboldeft y furueyeft y or fee ft • B ut to the place where ? 

It ftandeth jffjrth North-eaft and by £a ft from the Weft corner 
of thy curious knotted garden; there did I fee that low fpirited 
Swain e , that bafe (Jlfanow of thy myrth , ( Clown . Mee i ) that 
unlettered / mall knowing foule y ( (flow at /hallow vaffat 

( Still mee ! )which as 1 remember y hight Coftard, ( ( flow * 

0 m . ) fortedand conforted contrary to thy eftabli/hed proclaimed 
Edifl and continent Cannon : JVhichwifh y 6 without with this 
l paffton to fay wherewith: 

Clo . With a Wench. 

Ferd. With a childe of our (grandmother Eue, a female ; or 
for thy more fweetevnderftanding a woman : him , I (as my euer 
efteemed duty prickes me on )haue/ent to thee, to recetue the meed 
of pum/hmentbytbyfwete (f races Officer Anthony Dull 4 aman> 
of goodrepute y carriage, bearings & eftimation . 

Anth . Me, an’tlhallpleaic yeu. ? lam Anthony Dull . 

Eerd. For Iaqueneua (fo is the weaker veffell called ) which I 

£ apprehended 
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blended with the tforcfM S**W> I keener asavefftU 
ffZ uwes fu^^and /bad at the le.fi ofthyjwcet nonce M*g 

her to trte.il. Thine tn all complements of deleted and wart- nr- 
ningheat of dtttie, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 

Ter. This is not fo well as I looked for, but the beft that e» 

5UC J«r. 1 the beft for the word. But firra, What faj you to this? 

flow. Sir 1 confelTc the Wench. 

Ter. Didyouhcarc the Proclamation? 

Cio. I doe confciTe much of .the hearing it, butlntlcor th©.v 

"tftfiS proclaimed a yeeresimprifornnent to be taken 

with a Wench. • . r\ r»u 

flow. I was taken with none fir,l was taken with a LameleJ. 

fer. Well, it was proclaimed Damofeil. 

Clow,. This was no Damofeil ncy ther fir , Ihe was a Virgin. 

Ter. It ik fo varied too, for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
flow. If it were , 1 denie her Virginity : I was taken With a 
Maide. . 

Fer, This Maid ftall not feme your turnefir. 

Clow. This Maide will ferue my turne fir. 

Kin. Sir I will pronounce your fcntcnce : You Ml fail* 

Weeke with Branne and water. , 

Clow. I had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton 6c Porridge. 
Km. And Don eArmado fhall beyour keeper. 

My.Lord Berowne, fee him deliuer’dorc, 

A.nd goc we Lords to put in practice that. 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworne. 

‘Bcro. He lay my head to any good mans hat, 

T hefe oathes and lawes will proue an idle lcorne . 

Sirracomeon. 

Clow. I fu for for the truth fir : for true it is, I was taken 
with Iaquencttaji/i laquenetta isa true girle,and therefore wel» 
come thefewre cup of profperitie, aifhftion may onedayfmile 
againe,andvntUl then fit downeforrow. exit* 

Enter Armado and Moth bis page. 

Arm a. Boy,, What figne is it. when a Man of great fpilfe 

growes •. 
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growes melancholy i\ 

Boy. A great figne fir, that he will looke fad. 

Brag. Why?fadneffc is one and the felfe-iame thing dcarc 
impe. 

Boy. No no, O Lord fir no. 

Brag. How canft thou part fadneffe and melancholy my ten* 

dcr Iuuena.ll l 

Bey . By a familiar demonffration of the working, my tough 
figneur. 

Brag. Why tough figneur ? Why tough figneur ? 

Boy. Why tender Iuuenalll Why tender Iuuenaltl 
Brag. I Ipokc it tender Iuuenall, as a congruent apathaccfn, 
appertaining to thy yong ciaies, which we may nominate tender. 

Boy. And I tough figneur, as an appertinent title to your olde 
time, which wc may name tough, 

. Brag. Pretty and apt. 

-Boy. Howmeane you fir, I pretty, and my faying apt ? or I 
apt, and my faying pretcie ? 

Brag. Thou prettie bccaufe little. 

Boy. Little pretty, becaufe little : wherefore apt ? 

Brag. And therefore, bccaufe quick e. 

Boy. Spcake you this in my prayfe Matter ? 

Brag. In thy condignepraife. 

Boy. I willpraii'canEele withthefamepraife. 

Brag. What? that an Eeleis ingenuous. 

Boy. That an Eelcisquickc. 

Brag. I doe fay thou art quicke in anfvvcrs. Thou feeat’ft my 
blond. 

Boy. I am ahfwefd fir. 

Brag. I loue not to be croft. 

Boy. Hefpeakcsthe rneere contrary, croffeslouc not him. 
Br. I hauc promis’d toftudy iij.yecres with the Duke. 

Boy. You may doc it in an hourefir. 

Brag. Impolfible. 

Boy. How many is onethricc tolde ? 

Bra. 1 am ill at rcckning, it fits the fpirit of a Tspft’cr. 

Boy. You are a gentleman and a gamefter Gr. 

Brag. I confdls both, they arc both the varnifihof a com* 
djfoatman. ;• • . /- . !. - 

B ~ Boy. 






f^rprapfgtp ip i->t. :: fr | r? rp i r’tPjfejaPTi : iafEJSi^lf^iilBSreJiSiWaigjc. 







tones Labours loft i 

Soy. Then I am Cure you know how much the gtoffe funs 

of dctif-acc amounts to. 

SrA - it de th amount to one more then two ... 

Ror which the bafe vulgar call three. 

Br True. B oy . Why fir is this fuch a pcece of Rudy ? Now 

heer’s'ihree ftudied.cre you’ll thrice wink, & how eafieitisto 
put yecres to the ^ord three, and ftudy three yeeresm two. 
words the dancing horfe will tell you. 

Brag. A mofi fine Figure 

^J^wtnhweuponcLfeffe I am in loue : and at it isbafc 
for aSouldiertoloue; fo am 1 in loue withabafe Wench, Ifc 
drawing my fword againft the humour of affcaion would deli- 
ver me Item the reprobate thought of it, 1 would take DeGre 
prifoner , and ranforae him to any French Courtier for a 
new deuis’d curtfie. I thinke fcornc to figh mcthinkU ftiouW 
out-fwear s Cupid. Comfort mee Boy , What great men haue 
beeneinloue? 

Boy. Hercules Matter. .. , „ . 

Brau Moft fweet Hercules', more authorme deer® Boy, 
name more 5 and fweet my childc let them be men ofgood re- 
pute and carriage, , 

Bojr. Sampfon Matter he was a man of good carnage, great 
damage ,for he carried the Townc- gates on his backelikeapor^ 
ler : and he was in loue. 

Brag. O well- knit Sampfon , ttrong ioynted Sampfon 5 1 do® 
excell thee in my rapier, as much as thou didft mee in carrying 
gates , I am in loue too. Who was Sampfons louemy dearc Moth » 
Boy .A Woman. Matter. 

~ Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of aUrhefoure,os.the three, onhetwo.oroneof uif 
fpurc, 

Bragi Tell mee precifely of what complexion ? 

Boy. Ofthe fea-water Greene fir. 

Brag. I sthat one of the foure complexions? 

Boy. As I hauereadGr, and thebeft of them too. 

B rag. Greene indeed is the colour of Louers : butte hau® 
&0U® of that colour, me thinkes Sampfon had final! reafonfoar is» 
^liureJjMffc&ed herfbr herwito 

' ; ' •. ‘ “ - JfcfJ- 
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Boy. It wasfo fir , for (he had a grecne wit. 

Brag. Meloueismoft immaculate white and red. 

Boy. Mott immaculate thoughts Matter, are mask’d vnder 
fuch colours. 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue aflift mee. 

Brag. Sweet inuocationef a childc, mott pretty and path®" 
ticall. 

Boy. If (he be made of white and red, 

Her faults will nere be knownc : 

ForbIu(h-in chcekes by faults are bred.,. 

Andfearesby pale white (howne : 

Then if (he feare, or be to blame. 

By this you (hall not know, 

For (fill her chcekes potlelle the fame. 

Which natiue (he doth owe : 

A dangerous rime matter againtt the reafon of white and red. 

Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy ,of the King and the Boggerf 

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a Ballet forae three 
ages fince, but I thinke now ’tis not to be found : or if ic were, 
it would neither feme for the writing, nor the tune. 

Brag. I willhauethat fubieft newly writ ore, that I may ex- 
ample my digreflion by lomc mighty prefident. Boy, Ido® 
toup that Countrey girle that 1 tooke in the Parke with the ratio- 
nail hinde Cofiard : (lie delcrues well; 

Boy.. To be whip’d : and yet a better loue then my Matter, 

Brag. Sing Boy, myfpintgrowes heauyin loue. 

Boy. And that’s great mamcll,louing a light wench. 

Brag. I fay fing. 

Boy. Forbeare till this company be paft« 

Snterf'lovsne^ ConJiable f , and Wench, 

Conft. Sir , the Dukes plcafure, is that you keep® (foftanl : 
fafe, and y ou mutt let him take no delight, nor no penance, but 
hee mutt faft three dayes a week®: for this Damfcll.l mutt keep®: 
her at the Paxke,ttie is alowd for the Day. woman. Fare you welL . 

Exit,. 

Brag. Idoe betray my felfe withblufliing ; Msud«. 

~ B 3 j tMaidi 
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'f'ragA wilVvifit thee at iheLodg*- 
Maud. Tha^ hereby. 

Bran. I know where it is fuuacc. 

OHai. Lord how wile you are. 

Bran. I will tell thee wonders. 

mZ With what'facc ? 

Bran . 1 loue thee. 

Mat So l heard you fay. 

Bran. And fo farewell. 

M?u F.it.vvca.terfKtyo». (xmt . 

bt 

WnglooK . 

i V No fir that were fall and loofe : thou ftialt to pnfon. 
ci'-J. Wcfcif cuer I doe foe thememe dayesof defolatwn 

that I hauc feene, fomc (hall fee. 

C°L ^Nay wthin^Mer Moth , but what they looke vp- 
tr k tor ^ otifonets to be filent in their words and there- 

forh wiH^y nothing:TthankeGod,I liaueas litde patwnccas 

hertofc »Wch*b a fa)gSc S <i b, hcrVco t <v,h,ch is bafcft) 

doth tread f (hall be fori worne ( which is a great argumen of 

] y attempted l Loue is a familiar, Loue is a Diuell. T 
S^i but Loue, yet Sarnpfn wasfo 
an excellent ftrength: Yet was Salomon fo 
•«» good Witte. Cufttt 
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firft and fecondcaufe will not feme my turner the Paffado hcc 
yefpeas noc,the Duello hcregardsnot ; his difgraceis to be cal- 
3cd Boy^but his gloricistc^fubduc-iuen# Adue Valour ^ruitKa* 
pier, be Hill Drum, for your manager is in loue; yea he loueth. 
Alfift me lot 116 excemporall god of Rime, for I am hire I mall 
turne Sonnet. Deuif^Wu ? write pen, for i am for wflole vo- 
lumes in folio. Exit. 

Finis zAVtm Primtal 



jittns Sectwdus . 



Sntcr thePrinceffe of France, with three attending Ladies y and, . 
three Lords a .. 

Boyet. Now Madam fummon vp your deareft fpirits,'. 
Confider who the King your father fends: 

To whom he fends, and what’s his Embalfie. 

Tour felfeheld precious in the world* eftecme 5 
To parlee with the foie inheritour 

Of allperfeftionsthataraan may owe, . 

Mitchlelfe Nauarreythcpltz of no lelfe weight 
Then Aquitaine, aDowrieforaQn_ecnc. 

Be now as prodigall of alldeare gracc„ . 

As Nature was in making Graces deare, • 

When (he did.ftarue the genexall world befidej . 

And prodigally gauc them all to you. 

Quyene. Good \,.Boyet,yny thought but meane a 
Need snot the painted flourifhof your praifes 
Bcaucy is bought by judgment of tho eye. 

Not vttered by bafe fayle of chapmens tonguest 
5 am leffs proud to hearc you tell my worth,. n 

Then you much willing to be counted wife. 

In fpendingyour wit in the praifeof mine* 

But now totaske the tasker, good Boyet, 

Brin. You are not ignorant all telling- fame 
Doth noyfe a broad NanarhaCa made, a vow, 

TIW painefuliftudic (hall out-yvearc three ye ere?. - 






Loues Labour s loft* 

No woman may approach his nlcnt Court : 

Therefore to’sfecmcdi it anccotuHcounc, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates. 

To know his pleafure, and in that bchaltc 
Bold of your worthiaelle, we finglc you, 

Asour beft mouingfaireloiieiter ) • 

Tell him, the daughtcrof the King of France, 

On feriousbufinelle crauingquicke dilpaich. 

Importunes per fonall conference with his grace. 

Hade, fignifie forauch while wcattend, 

I.ike humble vifag’d futers his high will. 

Boy, Proud of imployment, willingly I go*.. 

•prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is fo : 

Who arc the Votaries my louing Lords, that arc yowf«llow«% 
with this vertuous Duke ? 

Lor m Longauillisont* 

Trine % Know you the man ? . - 4 

t Lady* I know him Madame at amamagcieafr*, 
Bct'wcencL.P erigort and the beauteous heiie 
Of Iacjuts Taaconbridge folemnizcd. 

In UjrmAndieiw I this Longauitl , ; , 

A man of foueraigne parts he is efteetn’ds . w 

Well fitted in Arts, glorious in Armes : I 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would welio 
The oaely foilc of his faire vertues gloffe. 

If vertues glolTe will ftaine with any foyle. 

Is a ftarpe wit ma efc’d with too blunt a Will; 

Whofe edge hath power to cut whole will ftill W«ll^ 

It ihould none fpare that come within hi* power, 

Prin. Some merry mocking Lord belike, iftfo • 

Lad. i . They fay fo moft, that moft bis humors know* 

Trin % Such (bore liu’d witsdoe wither as they grow. 

Who are the reft * 

i.Lad. The yong Dumaine, a well accomplifht youth, 

Of all that Venue lone, for Venue loued, 

Moft power to doe moft harme, leaft knowing ill : 

For he hath wit to make an ill ftiapc good, 

A nd dupe to wm grace though ihe had no wit, 

J faw him at the Duke Alanfi tes once, 

- "• — - Ana 




* 



Loues Labours loft* 

And much too litleof that good I faw, 

Ismyreportto his great worthineffe. 

Rojfa. Another of the Students at that time,. 

Was therewith him as I hauc heard a truth. 

Be-r-o true they call hi,m, but a merrier man. 

Within theLimic of becomming mirth, 

I newer fpenc an houres talke wichall. 

His eye begets occafion for his wit. 

For eucry obieft that the on e doth catch, 

The other turncs to a mirth-mouing ieft. 

Which his faire tongue (conceits expofitor) 

Deli tiers in fuch ape and gracious words. 

That aged eares play treuant at his tales. 

And yonger hearings are quite rauiihed. 

So fweet and voluble is his difeourfe. 

Prin. GodbletTemy Ladies, arethey all in louc ? 

That euery one her ownc hath garnilhed , 

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife. 

Ma. Hecrccomes Bojet. 

£nter Bo jet, 

Prin. Now, what admittance Lord ? 

Boyet. N 'attar had notice of your faire approach; 

And he and his competitors in oath, 

W. re all addreft to meete you gentle Lady 
Before I came unarry thus much 1 haue learnt. 

He rather meanestolodgeyouia the field. 

Like one chat comes heereto befiege his Court, 

Then feeke a difpenfation for his oath : 

To letyou enter his vnpcopledhoufe. 

Enter Nauar, Longa util, Dumaine, and Berowne , 

Hcere comes 7 yjmar. 

Nati. Faire Princelle, wclcom to the Court of Nauar, 

Prin. Faire I giue you backe againe, and welcome I haue not 
yet; theroofe of this Court is too high to be yours, and welcome 
to the wide fields, too bafe to be mine. 

Nan. You (hall be welcome Madam to my Cqurr. 

Prin . I will be welcome then, Condudl me thither. 

C Tijtf. 
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Lottes Labours lott. 

sSS«® : f 

NotforthcworidfaireMaJam,bymy wn • 

Prti Why will (hall breake it will and nothing «**.. 

7V «< Your 1 adiCliip is ignorant what it is. 

wLe'nowta knowledge mull W u '‘f , ot ^, 
ihearc your grace hath fwovnc out Houfe-kccping . 

’Tis deadly finneto keepe that oath my Lord, 

And finne to breake it: 

But pardon me I am coo fodame bold, 

To teach a Teacher ill befeemeth me, 

Vouchfafeto read the purpofeol my co»ming, 

And fodainly refolue me in my iuue 

Nau , Madam, I will, iffodamly I may. 

Pri?t* You will thefooner that I were away, 

Torvou’le proue periur’d if you make me hay , • 

Berow. ? Did not I dance with you jn Brabant, one : 

Rofa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

S^SSw« it th« t oa S kc.hc q „dBo» J 
Per. You muft not be fo quicke. a m«>(linc^ 

Rofa. ’T islongqf you that fputre tnee ^ 10E£ ^ 
Ber Your wit’stoo hot, it fpeedstoo fall, twil 
Rofa. Not till it leaue the Rider in the mire. 

Ber. Whattimeadayf 

Rofa. The home that foolcs flioald aske. 

Ber. Now faire befall your maske. 

Rofa. Faire falls the face it couers. 

Ber. And fend you many Loucrs. 

Rofa. Ameu,fo you be none, 

Ber. Nay then will I begone. . 

Kin. Madameyour father here doth intimate. 

The payment of a hundred cooufand Crownes, 

Being but th’onchalfe of an inure lumtne, . 

Disbutfcd by my father in |is warres. 

But fay chat he, or we, asneither haue 

ir> • . t r . r_ _ TTi«f rPHiail 



■d. 



Butiaythatne,orwc,u»4icnuv, . . 

Rcceiu’d that fumme ; yet there reraaincsvnpaid 
A hundred shoufand more : in furety of the which, 



Gec 



Lottes Labour s lofl. 

One part of Aquitane is hound to vs. 

Although not valued to the moneys worth, 

if then the King your father will reftore 

But that one balfe whichis butfatiiKed, * 

We will giue vp our right in a Aquitaine, 

And hold faire friendihip with his Maieftie : 

But that jtieenies he little purpofeth, 

For here he doth demand to haue repaie, 

An hundred thoufand Crownes, and not demands 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

To haue his title liue in lAqmtame, 

Which we much rather had depart withall. 

And haue the money by our fathers lent. 

Then zAqunaine, (o guelded as it is, 

DcarePrincefTe, were not hisrequeils lb farre 
From rcafons yeelding, your faire felfe fhould make 
A yeelding ’gain!! fomc rcafon in my breft. 

And goe well fatiffied to France again e. 

Prin. You doe the King my Father too much wrong, 

A nd wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnfeeming to confeflereceit 

Of that which hath fo faithfully beene paid. 

Kin. Idocproteft I neucr heard ofit, 

And if you proue it, lie repay it backc, 

Oryeeld vp Aquitaine. 

Prin . W c arreft your word : 

Boyet, You can produce acquittances 
For filch a fumme from fpeciall Officers, 

Of Charles his Father. 

Kin. Satiffie me foe. 

B oyet. So plcafc your grace the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound. 

To morrow you fliall haue a fight of chcm. 

Kin. It (hall fuffice me $ at which enterview. 

All liberal! realon would I yeeld vnto : 

Meanctimc, receiue fuch welcome at my hand, 

As Honour, without breachof Honour may 
Make tender of , tpthy true worthineffe. 

You may not corns faire PrincelTe in my gates , 

c 3 Bat 





Loues Labour [slofti 

P u - re without you lhall be fo receiu’d, . 

As vou (ball deem e your 1 'dfelodg’d in my heart, 

Thouehfo deni’d farther harbour in my houfe 
SSncgocd thcgtacccfcmc, a„df«wdl, 

Thv ownc wilh wiih I thee, in cutry place, fatf. 

Uy, 1 will commend yon to mine ownc heat., 
La.Ro. Pray you doe tny commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy. 1 would you heard it grone. 

La.Ro. Isthefoulefickc-?.. -> 

Bey. Sicke at the heart. 

La.Ro. Macke, let it bloud 
Boy. Would that doe it good ? 

La.Ro. MyPhyfickelaycsI. 

Boy. Will you prick’c with your eye. 

La. Ro. No pojKtjVikhmy knife: 

Boy. Now God fauethy life. 

j r>, A n y4 tmiirc frnm Ifin? lillin?# 



Enter D $&?$£}*• 

Dftm. Sir, I pray you a word: What Lady is that fame 
Boy. Theheircof Alanfor^Rofalin her name. 

<1 y Hm , A gallant Lady , Mounfier fare you well. _ 
Low. I befecch you a word : what is(he in the white . 
Bsy.h woman fomedme if you law her in thclig t, 
Lon (T. Perchance light imhclightldcGre her name,. 
Boy. She hath but one for her felfe, 

To defire that were a lhame. 

Long - Pray you fir whofc daughter ? 

Boyt Her Mothers, I haue heard. 

Long. Gods blefling on your beard-. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended, 

Shee is an hey re of F aulconbridge. 

Lono. Nay, my droller is ended: 

Shee is a moft fweet Lady. J Exit. Long; 

Boy . Not vnlike fir, that may be. 




. 

. 
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Loues Labour s loft. 

Enter Berowne. 

Ber. What’s her name in the cap. 

Boy. Katberme by good hap. 

Ber. Isfhe wedded, or no. 

Boy. To her will fir, or fo. 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adiew. 

Boy. Farewell to me fir, and welcome to you . £xiu 
La. Md. That laft is Rerowne, the mery mad.cap Lord. 

Not a word with him;, but aiclf. 

Bpj . And cuery ieft but a word. 

•Bri. It was well done of you to take him at hit word. 

Boy. I was as willing to grapple ,a&he was to bcord. 
La.Mn. Two hot fheepes marie. 

And wherefore not Ships ; 

Boy. No Shecpe (fwcetLarab) vnlefTe we feede on your lips«. 
La. Youfhecp&Ipafture: fhall thaE finifh the ieft ? 

Boy. So you grant pafture for me ? 

La. Not fo gentlebcafh . 

My lips are no Common, though feu erall they be. 

Boy. belonging to whom ? 

La. To my fortunes and me^ 

Prin. Good wits will be iangling but Gentles agree. 

This ciuill warre of wits were much better vfed. 

On N attar and his Bookcmen, for heerc ’cis abus’d. 

Bo. If my obferuation (which very feldome lies 
By the hearts Hill Rhetoricke, difclofed with eyes) 

Deceiuemc not now, Ts^amr is infefted. 

Prin. With what ? 

Bo. With that which we Louers in title affefled. 

Prin. Youtrcafon. . 

Bo. Why all hisbeHauiours doe make the retire, 

To the Court of hiseye, peeping through defire. 

His heart like an Agot with your print impreffed, 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride exprelled. . 

His tongue -< 1! impatient to fpeake and not fee. 

Did (tumble with hafte in his eye fight-to be, 

All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 

Tofeele onely looking on faired of fair e-.* 

■ c 3 mi 



hones Labours loft. 

Me thought all ins fenl'es were loekt in his eye, 

As Jewels in Chriftatt for fome Prince to buy. ■ (g‘ al V 

Whotcndring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you palt. 

His faces owne margentdid quote fuch amazes, 

That all eyes law his eyes inchanted with gazes. 

He giueyou Aquitaine , ^ all that ishis, 

And you ciuc him for my fake, but one louing Kmc, 

Prifr. Come to our pauilhon, B oyet'n dilpotde. 

Bro. But tofpeakc that in words, which hiseye hath difcloU. 

I oncly haue made a mouth of his eye. 

By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro. Thou art an old Louc-monger, and Ipcakeft skilfui- 



Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and 1 carnes newes of 






liiir? 

Lad. 2 . Then was Venus like her mother, for her father is 
butgrim. 

Boy. Do you heare my mad Wenches? 



Lad. i. No. 



Boy. What then, do you fee ? 

Lad. 2. 1 , our way to be gone. 

Boy. You are too hard for me. £ xernt cmner. 



J£tus Tertius. 



Enter Braggart ar.d By. 

Song. 

Bra, Warble child, make paflionatc my fenfe of hearing. 

Brig. Sweet ayre, go tendernelTe of ye«res : take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the fwaine, bring him feflinatcly hither . i 

mull imploy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy. VVillyou win your loue with a French braule. 

Bri How meaneil thou brauling in French l 

Boy. No my cofppkst matter, but to Bgge ort a mne^aujie 






* 



•jsJ 




7 ] 











hones Labours loft. 

tongues end, canarie to it with the feetc, humour it with tur- 
ning vp your eye: figh a note and fing a note fometime through 
the diroate : if you 1 wallowed louc with Tinging, hue foinecitne 
through : nofc as if you fnuft vp loue by fmelling louc with your 
hat penthoufe-like ore the fliop of your eyes,, with your arraes 
croft on your thinbellie doublet, like a Rabbet on a fpir, or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, and 
Jccepenottoolongin one tune, butafnipand away : thefeare 
complements, thefe are humours, thd'e betray nice wenches 
that would be betrayed wichout thefe, and make them men of 
note: do you not^mcn chat moft arc affefled to thefe ? 

Brag. How haft thou purchas’d this experience ? 

Boy. By my pen of obferuarion. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hobbie-hoife isforgoc. 

Bra. Cal’ft thou my loue Hobbie-horfe. 

Boy. No Maftcr the Hobbic-horic is but a Colt, and your 
jLoue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But hauc you forgot your Loue? 

Brag. A (moil I had. 

B oy. Negligent ft udent, learne her by heart,. 

Brag. By henre, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Maftcr : all thofe three I will proue, 

B rag. What wilt thou proue ? 

Boy. A man, if] liuc(andthis)by,in, and without, vpon 
the inftanc: by heart you loue her, becaufe your heart cannot 
come by her sin heart you loue her, becaufeyour heart is in loue 
with her: and out of heart you loue her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all thcfe-thtec. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all. . 

Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he muft carrie mee a Letter. 

Boy. A meJage well fvmpathis’d.a Horfcto be etnballadour 
for an Affc. 

Brag. Ha, ha. What faift thou? 

Boy. Marrie fir, you muft fend the AlTe vpon the Horfe for- 
he is verie flow gated >• but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but ttiort,away. 

- Boy,. Asfwiftas lead fir. 

Brag.. 




ipjr i p p^psajaasraarc 



tones Labours loft. 

Br , s . T h, meaning 5 *ctli« mgennou,/.. »«>-ead,. m««H 

Matter, or rather Mafter no. 

n^Vou ate'oo fsSu to fay fo. 

IjrAatLeadflotv w hiehir6r^fromaCunn«? 

,£^S^SSSSSi^ 

I {bootc thee at the Swaine. 

0°J‘ ^'nro^aeute Inuenali e , voluble and free of grace, 

1 matt Bgh in thy ace - 

Moft rude melancholia, Valour giues thee place. 

My Herald isreturn’d. 

Enter? Age andClowne. . 

Ar. Some enigma, f X noLoe, in the? male 

fo.OrGr!'’p'aZan,Tplaine Plant® : notamy.no tan.jr.no 
Salue (ir, but a Plantan : -- - * - -- 




SrNo “th Itan^logneo, difcou.fe.omahe flame, 

y“ ^°* w ’■“*« 

rheFoxe.the Ape, and the Humble-Bee. 

Were Bill at oddes being but three. 

Z/Srm. Vntill theGooiccame out of doore, 

S 'ZrTheBoyiath fold hima bargainee Gorfetha«aae 

c;* ^nni^wortli is good, and vout Goofc betac. 



hones Labours loft. 

Let me fee a fat Lcxuoy, I that’s a fat Goofe, 

«^fr. Come hither, come hither : 

How did this argument begin? . 

Boy. By faying that a C&fiord wa* broken in a (l»n. 

Then cal’d you for the Leuuoy. 

Clow. True, and I for a Plantan : 

Thus came your argument in : 

Then the BoyesTac. Lenuoy, the Goofc that you boughr, 

And he ended the market. . 

exfr. But tell me: How wasthere a Qoffartl broken in a fmn? 
Tag. I will tell you fencibiy. 

Qlova. Thou hafbao feeling of it Moth. 

I will fpeakethat Lenuoy. 

I ^j?4r<^running out, that was fafely within. 

Fell oucr the threfliold,atid broke my Chin. 

Arm. Wcwill talkenomorcof this matter. 

Clow. Tilhhere be more matter in thefhin. 

Arm. Si rra. Cofiard I will infranchife thee. 

Clow. O, tnarrie me to oi\z Frauci-s, I fmcll fome Lenuey , 
fome Goofc in this. 

<ssfrm. By my fwcetfoule.I meane, fetting thee at libertie. 
Enfrecdoming thyperfon : thou wertemured,rcftrained,cap- 
tiuated abound. 

Clow. True, true, and nowyou will be my purgation, and let 
me loofc< 

I giue thee thy libertie, fet thee from durance, and in 
lieu thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this :Beare this fignifi« 
cant to the Countrcy Maidc Iaquenctta : there is remuneration, 
for the beft. ward of my honours is rewarding my dependants, 
UWoth, follow. * 

Pag. Likethefequelll. 

S/gncur Co^r^adiew. Exit. 

Clow.llly fweet ounce of mans fleih.my in-conie lew: Now 
will 1 looke to hisremuneration.Rcmuncration.O, that’s the La- 
tine word for threefarthings. threefarthingsremuncraiioy what’s 

the price of this yncle? i.d.no, lie giue you a remuneration : 
Why.? It carries it remuneration : Why ? It is a fairer name then 
-a French- Crowne. I vvillncuer buy and fell out of this word. 













tones Labours loft 

SnttrBerowie. 

a ““ 

buv a remuneration i 

Ber. Whatis itcmui cration . 

Cofi. Man ie fir, halfeptnnie farthing, 

Ber O. why then three farthings wortn ofS.sc* 

Cak. 1 thanke your worfhip, God be wy yo . 

Ber. Oftayflaue, 1 rouftirnploy thee; 

As thou wile my fauour , good 
Doe one • hmgfor roe that I (ball mtreate. 
ric-rv. When would you haue it done fir? 

Ber O ihhaftcr.noone.. 

Ho. Weil, [will doe it fir; Fare you well, 

Ber. O thou kno welt not,what it is. 
flow. 1 [hall know fir, when I haue done it. 

Ber Why villaine thou mutt know hrit. 

Clo. I will come to your worfnip to morrow mornings > 
Btr.lt muftbe done thisafter-noone: 

Haikeflaue,iti* but this; . , . 

The Pcinces comes to hunt heerc in the Pancc* 

And in her traine there is a gentle Ladle ; . ' , 

When tongues fp:ak fweetly then they name her n^ne, . 

And Rofa/ine they call her, asfce for ner : 

And to her whyte hand fee thou doc commend 
Tiiisfeal’d»vp counfaile, there's thy guerdon : goc. 

Clow. Garden,' Ofweet gardon,better then remuneration, 
a leuecpencc-farxhin g better : moft fvveet gardoro I will do wt 

f« in print jgardon, remuneration. SxiU 

Bcr. 0,ardlfoifoothinlouc> 

3 that haue beeneloucs whip? . . t 

A verie Beadle to a humorous figh : A CntiCKej 
Nay anight-watch Conftable. 

Adomineering pedant orethe Boy, 

Then whom no moriall fo magnificent* 

This wimpled, whyning, purblindewaward Boy, 

This fignior Ittnios gyant dwatfe Don t'uptd, 

Regent of Loue-rimcs, Lord of foldedarmesj 
Tii’annoint«d foueraigneof fighes and groanes ? 



* 
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tones Labours loft, 

Ltedgeofail loyterers and malecontents : 

DrefB Prince of P.laccats, King of Codpeeces, 
Sole Empcrstor and great general! 

Of ttottirg Parritors (0 my little heart) 

And I to be a Corpcrall of his field, 
Andwearehis Colours like a Tumblers hoopeo 
What? I loue, I fue, I feckea wife, 

A woman that islike a Germaine Cloakc, 

Still a repairing: euer out of frame, 

Andneuer going aright, being a Watch; 

But being watchc, that it may (fill goe right; 

Nay , to be periurdc, which is worft of all ; 

And among three, to loue the worft of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a vcluet brow. 

With two pitch bals ftucke in her face for eyes; 

1, and by heauen one that will doe the deedc. 
Though Argus were her Eunuch and her guarde 
And I to figh for her, to watcli for her. 

To pray for her, go to : it is a plague 
That Cupidmil impofe for my ncgle&. 

Of his almighty dreadfull little might. 

Well I will loue, wrire,Ggh,pray, fue grone. 
Some men muft loue my Lady, and fome lone. 






J.3us JQuartus. 



Enter the Princejfe, a Forrefter, her Ladies % and her 
Lords . 

ghu Was that the King that fpurd his borfefo hard, 
Againftchcfteepc vprifing of che bill? 

Boy. I know not, but 1 thinke ir was not he. 

JVuc Whoerea was, a fhew’d a mounting minde$ 

Well Lords today we ihali haue our dilpacch, 

On Saturday we will returne to France. 

Then Forrester my friend, Where tsihe Biifli, 

T hat w e muft ftand and play t h t tu usr t he; *: v i n ? 

$ z Perl 










Louts Labours loft: 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of y onder Coppice, 

A Stand whercyou may make the fatteftfcoote. 

Q u 1 thar.ke my beautie, I am fairc that flioote, 

And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the fairefl (hoote. 

For. Pardon me Madam, for ] meant not so. _ 

On. What, whirl Fitfl praife me,and then again iav no. 

O fiiort liu’d pride.Nor fairc ? alacke for woe. 

For. Yes Madam faire.- 
€)u. Nay, ncuer paint me now, 

Where faire is nor,ptaife cannot mend the brow. 

Here (good my gialle) take this for telling true : 

Faire paiment for foule words, is more then due. • 

For. Nothing but faire is that which you mhefit. 

6)u. See,fee my beautie will befau’d by merit, 

O herefic in fairc# fit for thefe day es, 

A giuing hand, though foule, fliall hauc faire praife. 

But come, the Bow : Now Mercy goes to kill. 

And (hooting well, is then accounted: ill s 
Thus will I faue my credit in the flioote, 

Not wounding, pittie would not let me do’c s 

Jf wounding, then it was to fliew my skill, 

That more for praife, then purneie meant to kill. 

And out of queftion/o it is lomenmcss -. 

Glorie growes guiltic of detefted crimes, 

W-hcn tor Fames fake, for prayfe an outwardparr, 

We bend to that theworkingof the heart. 

As I for praife alone now fetke to fpill 

The poore Deeres blood, that my heart meanes no ill. 

B+y. Do not curft wiucshold thatfelfe-foueraigntic 
Onciy for praife fake,whcn they ffriucto be 
lords ore their Lords ? 

6>u. Onely fbr praife, and praife we may afford, 

To any Lady that fubdues a Lord. 

Fiter Qlnotte . ... 

Boy. Here comes a member of thecommon. wealth. 

CA, Gad dig.yoy-den all, pray you which is the head Lady? 
j£».Thoa (halt know her fellow, by the reft that haueno heads. 
Clo . Which is the greaceft Lady, the higheft? 
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Louts Labours left. 

Jk. The thickeft , and the tailed. 

Cl o. The thickeft,& the talleft : it is fo , truth is truth. 

And your walk Miftris, were as Hinder as my wit, 

One a thefe Maidesgirdlesfor vourwafte (houldbe fit. 

Arc not you thechiefe woman? You arc the thickeft here? 
What’s your will fir t What’s your will ? 

Clo. 1 hauc a Letter from Mounlier Berowne, 

To one Lady Rofaline. 

Qu^ O thy letter, thy letteriHe's a good friend of mine. „ 
Stand a fide good bearer, 

Boyet, you cam caruc, 

Breake vp thisCapon„ .. 

Boyeu .1 am.bound.to ferue. 

This Leireris millooke : it imporceth none hercs 

It is writ to layuenetta: 1 

<$u. We willreadcit, I fweare. 

Breake the nccke of the VVaxe,and cuery one giuc care. 

Boyet renders, < 

B Y heauen,that thou art faire, is moft infallible: true that thots 
art beauteous, truth-ir felfe that thou artlouely : more fair- 
er then fairejbcautifull then beauteous, truer then -truth it felfe: 
hauecomiferation on thy.hcroicall Vaflall .Thesmagoanimous 
& moft illttftridus King Opto«<ffeteiei vpon : the pernicious & 
indubitate Beggar Zenelophotr.in&ht it was, chat might rightly 
fay, Ve»i,.vidi, vid: Which to annothanize inthe vulgar , O 
bale and abfcnrc vulgar • videlicet t He camc,See,and oucrcamer • 
he earnc one ; fee two ;.ouercame three : Who camcfche King. 
Why did he come? to fee. Why did he fee ? to overcome. To 
whom came he? to the Beggar. What fawhei cheBegg3r.Who> 
ouercame he .? thcBeggir. The concludoh is viftorie ; . on 
whofe fide?the Kings; the captiuiticis inricht.'On wliofc fide.^hc 
Beggars.! hecataflropheis a Niiptialhoa whofe.fide? die King': 
no, on both in one, or one in both. I am the King (for fo (lands 
the compatifon) hou the Beggar, fork witnclleth thy lawlines. 
Shall 1 command thy loue ? I may. Shall I enforce thy loue ? I 
could. iShaL I enmeatexhy loue? l,wilL What, (hak-ihou •exchange 
for ragges, roabes : for tittles titles.- for cby felfe tnee. Thus cx-* 
peeing thy reply , I prophanc iny lips on thy foote, my ey.es on 
thy p ifturc, and my heart on thy eucry part. 

D>j "Thins sc 
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ImstMmrshfl. 

rbmmth< i>~4 W$t* 

Don Adriano de Arma'lio. 

Thus doft thcu htate the Kenan Lion roare ^ 

Gainft thee thou Lair, be that iiandeft as his fray . 

Subroifiiue fail bis princely ie et belore, 

*•** ? 

W&veine?VVhatWechercockc .-Did you euer heme better. 

Boy i ammuchdecciued, but I remember theflfte. 

9h Fife your memory is bad, going ore it ere while. 

§?j. This tsfrmMo is a Spaniard that keepeshere in cou» 

A Pbantafimc a Monorchojand one that makes (port 
To the Prince and his Booke-mates. 

Qjj, Thou fellow a word. 

Who gaue thee thisLetter? 

Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Qu. To whom (hould’ft thou giue it*, 

/7<np. From my Lord to my Lady. 

Chi. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

Clo* From ruy Lord Beroww a good maiicr of mine 9 
To a Lady oi France, that he call'd Rof aline. 

Qtu Thou haft miftaken his Letccr.Comc Lords away. 

Hcere fweet, put vp tins, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt* 

Boy. Who isthe (hooter? Who is the (hooter ? 

Rr.f a. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I mycontinentof Bcautie, 

Rofa. Why (lie that bcares the Bow.Finely put off. 

Bo y. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou tnarric. 

Hang me by the necke , if homes that ycare milcarrie. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then, I am thePnootcr. 

Boy. Andwhoisyour Deare . ? • . 

Rofa. Ifweclioofcby the homes your felfecomenot neare. 
Finely put on indeede, 

Marta. Youftill wrangle with her B-.yct, and flicftrikesac 
tie brow. 

Bo ft, - 
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Loues Labour s lojii 

Royet. But (he her fclfc is hit lower,. 

Haue 1 hit her now, 

RoCa. Shall I come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 
man when King P f pin of France was a little boy, as touching 

the bit ir. ‘ ,, , 

Boyct . So I may anfwere thee with one as old that was a wo-* 

man whcnQucene (juinoucr of Bnttaine was a little yvcnch,as 

touching the hit it. 

Rofa. Thou canft not hit it,hit it, hint. 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot: 

And I cannot, another can, _ _ , Fxtt* 

Clo. By my troth moft pleafane, how both did fit if. 

Mar. A roaikemarueilouswcllfliot, for they both did hit „ 
Boy . A Mark,0 marke bn*: that markera marke fayes ir,y Lady,- 
let the marke hauc aprickc m’c, to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is out, 
C/o.Indeede a’muftfhoote nearer, or heelene’rc hit the clout. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 

C low. Then will (lie get-the vpflioat by cleauing the is in. 

CM a. Come, come, you talkegreafily, your lips grow foule„. 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
boule. 

Boy. Ifcaretoo much rubbing : good night my goodOule,. 
Clo. By my foule a Swaine, a moft fimple Clowne. 

3Hbrd, Lord, how thcLadies and I haue put him downe. 

O my troth moft fweet iells, moft income vulgar wit* 

When it comes fo fmoothiy off.fo obfcenely ,as it were fo fit,. 
Armathor ath to the fide, Q a m aft dainty man. 

To fee him wa’ke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. 

To fee hunk tit his h nd, and how molt fweetly a will fweares 
AndlvsPigc ac other tide, chat handfull of wit, 

Ah heauens, it is molt pathecicall nit, 

Sowb;fowla. Exeunti. 

Shoote withhirtio 



Enter "Dull, Holofernes, the ’pedant and Nathaniel? 

Nat. Veryreuerent fport truely, and done in the ceftimony’' 
of a good conference, 

_ *»• . M 







Loues Labours loft,. 

v ,j Tli'e Dearc was (a you know) fanguis in MeoJ ripe as 

„SiTk« fcWIc. .? the left: but Si. I affure yejnm aBocIn 
of the fir ftdiead. 

Hoi. Sir, Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Dal. ’T was net ajvtud credo, ’twas a Pricket. 

Hoi Moft barbarous intimation : yet a kinde of mfwuation , 
at it were in via, in way of explication/^ : as it were reph- 
cation, or rather client are, to lhow as it were his mclination.af- 
ter his vndwiTed, vnpolifoed, vnediicated.vcpruned, vntrained, 
or rather vntecrerid,>orrath e«ft vnconfinnedfa(hion, to mlcrt 

agiine myhaudtredofox* Deare. _ . , 

Dal. I faid thc Deare was not a hand credo, *cwas a Pricket. 
Ho/. Twice fod fimplicicic , bis coElus, O thefa monftcr Ig- 
norance, how deformed doft thou lookc. 

Nath. Sir,hchathncuer fed of the dainties that arc bred in :a 

booke. 

He hath not eate paper as it weres 

He hath not drunke inkc. . 

His intellects not replcnifhed, he is onely an animal), onely 
fenfible in the duller parts: and fuch barren plants arc fet before 
v j ,that we thankfull fhonid be ; which wctaftc and feeling, are 

for thofe parts that fruCifie in vsmorethesr he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vaine,iadifcreet, or a foolej 
So/were therca patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a Schoole, 
But omnebene fay 1, being of an old Fathersmindc, 

Mmy can brookc the weather, that louenot the winde. 

Dal. You two are bookc-men : can you tell by your wit. 
What was a month old at Cains birth, that’s not hue wcekesold 
as yet? 

Hoi. Ditttflima good man Dully DiEliJfima goodman’ZW/. 
Dul. What is DiElima ? 

Nath. .A title to Phoebe , to Luna, to the Moone. 

HH.Thc Moone was a month old when Adam was no more. 
And wrought not to fiue-weekes when he came to fiuefcore. 
.Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dul, 
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Loues Labour s loft, 

D ul. *Tis true indeed, the Collufion holds in the Exchange, 
Hoi . God comfort thy capacity, I fay th’allufion holds in the 

Exchange. • 

Dal. And I fay the pollution holds in the Exchange : 
for the Moone is ncuer but a month old: and I fay befidethat, 

'twas a Pricket that thePrisceffe kill’d. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hcaiean extemporall Epitaph 
on the death of the Deare, and to humour the ignorant call’d the 
Deare, the Princeffe kill’d the Pricket. . 

Nath. Perge , good M. Holofemes , perge ,foir fhallpleafe 
you to abrogate feurilitie. , 

Hoi. I will fomething affe a the Letter, for it argues facihtie. 



The pray fall Princeffe pearjl andprickt 
a prettie p leafing Pricket , 

Some fay a Sore, but not afore, 
tillnow madeforervithfhooting • 

3 " he Dogges did yell, put ell to S ore , 
then Sored iumps from thicket : 

Or Pricket- fore, or elfe Sorell , 

Thepeoplefall a hooting , 

Jf Sore be fore , then ell to Sore f 
makes fiftie fores 0 for ell : 

Of one fore 1 an hundred make 

by adding but one mofe L. * 

Njtth. A rare talent. 

Dul. It a talent be a claw, looke how heclaweshim with a 
talent. 

Nath. This isagiftthatlhauefimple : fimple, a foolifh cx- 
trauagant fpirir, full of formes, figures, fhapes, obieffs, Ideas, 
apprehensions, motions, reuolutiens, „ Thefe are begot in the 
ventricle of memorie, nourilhc in the wombeof Primater, and 
deliuered vpon the mellowing of eccafiontbut the gift is good 
in thofe in whom it is acute, and I am thankfull for it. 

HolfS^t, I prayfethe Lord for you, and foe may my parifhio- 
ners, for their fonnes are well tutor’d by you, and their Daugh- 
ters profit very greatly vndcr you: you area good member of the 
common- wealth. 

E ' N*th 
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Loues Labours loH. 

****** 

tcthvs.. 

£ nter laquenetta and the Ciotvne., 

b. po* 

^ Shoolcmaftcr^c that isJikjft to a hogffiead* 

b~ T V Of perfinga Hogshead, a good luftreof conceit in 

4^f^Pi.^»ouVfa>f>-n.,P C «le«PUghb I a. 

Sw “‘« ''Good Mailer Parfon be To goodasrrademcetliisLet. 
,er,it was giuen me by £e/?a£d>andfism me from Den Armttho* 

I befeeeh you read© it. 

Nath., 
ymnindt , a 
thee as the crueller doth ot 

* W,, qtu non te perrochc.OU Mantuan old f« ntua ”‘™* 
vndcrftandeth thee not , vt re fo l la mi fa ; Voder pard i , 
What are the contents ? or rathcras Horace fayes m his. What 
anyfoulcverfes. 

Hoi. 1 fir, and veric learned. 

Hath. Let me fkare'a ftaffe, aftanze, averfe, LegeBomne, .. 
3f Louemake meforiworne.how (hall I fweare to loue. 

Ah neuer faith could hold, if not to bowse vowed. 

Though to my felfc fotfworn, to thee lie fanhfull prouc 0 
Thofethoughts to me were Okes, to the like Ohcr* bowed* 
Studie his byas leaues, andtnakes hisbookc thine eyes. 

Where all thofc pictures Hue, That Art would comprehend, . 

If knowledge be the Markc, to know thee (hall Suffice. 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee cosiiJBencL 
AW ignorant that fouk^that fees thee without wonder. 

Which is to me fomeprayfe, that I thy parts admire; 

Thy cyclones lightning beares ,thy voyce his dreadf ujl thunder; 
Which not to anger bent, is tnuhquc, andfweet fire. 

Celeftiallas thou art; O pardon Loue this wrong, 

XJhtac lings pr&ifeyvithf«ch an earthly tongue. 








Loues Labour’s loft. 

Ped. You finde not the Apoftrophas,and fo mifTc the accent.. 
Let me fuperuife the cangenct. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the elegan- 
cy, facilitie, and golden cadenceof pcefie caret : Ouidins 
was the man. And why indeedeJV<a/o ,but for fmcllingouc the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the ierkes ofinuention imitarieis 
nothing : fo doth the Hound his Matter, the Ape his keeper, 
the tyred Horfe his rider : But Tlamofella Virgin > Was this di- 
re<fled to you ? 

Iaqu. I fir, from one Mounfier Beron>ne i one of the flrangc 
Queen ts Lords. 

Nath. I willoucrglancetbefupetfcript. 

To the [now-white hand of the mofi beauteous Lady Rofaline. I 
will leoke sgaine on the imellcft of the Letter, for thenomina- 
tion of the partie written to the perfon written vnto. 

T our Ladijhips it a < defircdim$!oyn.eni N>CV'>'Nt\C, 

Per. Sir Hclo ferncS) this gtrowne is one of the Votaries with 
*the King, and here he hath irinied a Letter toafeepent of the 
ftranger Qutenes : which accidentally , or by the way of pro- 
gre(Tion,hath m ^carried. Trip and goe my lweete ddiu<rtbis 
Paper into the hand of the King it may conc . rnc much : ttay 
not thy complement,! forgiuetly ductie, adue. 

Maid. Good Cofiard go with me : 

Sir God faue your life# 

C°ft- Haue with thee my girle. Exit. 

Hoi. Siryouhauedonethisinthefeareof God very religi- 
*oufly : and as accrtaine Father faith. 

Ped. Strtell me not of theFathcr,I doe feare colourable color;]! 
But to return to the vcrfes,did they pieafe youfir Nathaniel ? 
T(jtt. Marueilous well for the pen. 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of a certaine Pupill of 
mine, where if (being repaft) it {hall pieafe you to gratifiethc 
table withaGrace , I will on my priuiledge I haue with the 
parents of the forefaid Childc or Pupill, vndertakc yonthien vo~ 
nmo, where 1 will proue tlvofe Verfesto bevery vnlearncd, 
neither fauouring of Poetrie, Wit, nor inueution, I bcfecch 
yourSocietic. 

2^_at. And thanke you to : forfocietic ( faith the tcxt)is the 
happinettc of life. " --- - - -- 

Ea Peda. 






•.vi, i,.., 'jHTciv r? v'j,yaHi5JHr?jHrprpjr ii, - \ -• i , jg r.v lAiyj&re-f? rp rarej?-^ gj?jgJcxafar£jgi'gjL 





tones Labours loft 

riU Atid certesth* textnkft infallibly conckdis it.SirJ 

Enter Ecrowne with a Paper in. his hand, alone , 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Dcare, 

im toylin? in a p y,cl, i pi,ch *? *£ 

IwJKnel foulc word •• Well, fertheedowneierrow; forfo 
they fay the foole faid, and fo fay I, and I ithefook ^ c jjpw uc ^ 
o„ f i l£ i or A t his Loue is as mad as <±A sax, it kilslneepe, 
kills nice 1 a fheepiweliproued againe a by fidlril will not loue*, 
j£ x doe hang mee : yfaith I willnot.O buthei cyeiby this hgh , 
but for hcr^eye, I would not loue her ; yes for her two eyes. 
Well, I doe nothing in theworld but lye, and lye in my ihto* « 

Byiheauen 1 doe loue, and it hath taught me to Rime andtobe 
mallicholherand here is part of my Rime, and heerc mymU 
licholic. Well, (he hath ohca’my Sonnets already th 
bercit the foole fentit.and theLady hath its fweet Clowne, 
{wetter Foole, i'weeteft Lady. By the world, I would l not : care a 
pin, if the other three were in. Here, comes one wi th a P P ». 

God giue him grace to grone. 

He Hands a fide. The King entreth . 

Ber. Shot by heauemproceede fweet (fupid, thou haft thumps 
him with thy Birdboltvnderthe left pap : in faith fecrets. 

Kitrg. Sofwecta kiflethe golden Sunne glues not, 

To thole frelh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their trefh rayfe hauc lmot. 

The night of dew that on my cheekes downenowes, 

Nor Himes the filuer Moone one halfe fo bright, _ j 

Through the tranfparantbofome of t he deepe. 

As doth thy facethroughtcarcs of mine giue light 
Thoufhin’ftineucry tcarethatl doeweepe, 

No drop .but as a Coach doth carry thee 
So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

£lo butbeboldthc tcarcs thatfwell in me. 

And. they thy glory through my griefe will fhoyy t ^ 








tones Labour $ loft. 

But doe not loue thy felfc,then thou wilt keepe 
s Mytearesforglailes.and Bill make me weepe. 

O Qujenc of Quecnes,how tarre doft thou excel!. 

No though tea; c.iinke, nor tongue of morcalltelL 

How (hail (he know my griefes? lie drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues ihadc folly. Who is he comes heer ? 

Enter Longauile , The K ingfteps afide. 

Wbat Longauill , and reading i liften care. 

Ber. Now in chy IikenelTe, one more foolc appeare. 

Long. Ay me, I amfoifworne. 

Ber. Why,hecomes in like a periure, weanngpapetfs, 

Lons. Inloue I hope, fweet fellqwihip inlhame. 

Ber. One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I thefirft, that haue beene periut’d fo* ( 

Ber. 1 could put thee in comfort,not by two that I know. 
Thou nuked the triumphety , the corner cap of focictie. 

The fliapc of Loues Tiburne, that hangsvp fimplicicie. 

Lon. i f eare chefeftubbom lines lack power to moue. 

O fwecc Maria, Empreifc of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers, will 1 teare, and writcin profe. 

Ber. ORimcsare gardson wanton Cupids hofe., 

DifHgure not his Shop, 

Lon. ThL fame (halt goe* 

He reades the Sonnet. 

"Y\dttotthe heauen/y Rhetoric'kof thine eye',. 

1 / Gaintt whom the world, cannot ho Id argument t 
Perfwade my heart to thisfalfep ririric ? 

ZJowes for thee broke defenses notpumjbment, 

H woman I for [wore ^but L will p-otte. 

Thou beinga Goddejje , Iforfwore not thee. 

J\-ly vow was earthly , thou a heauenly Loue. 

Xhj grace bchggain'd, cures all difgrace in me, 

Vowes are but breath , and breath a vapour is. 

"Then thou fairs Sun , which on my earth doefi fhine t . 
Exhalefi this vapor-vOwy in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine i 
If by me broke , what foole is not fo wife,, 

To lofe an oath, to win a Paradifc 2. 

- ' * ’ E i * 
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Urns Labours lefi. 

Ber This is the liucr vcine, which makes flefh a deitie^ 
A' Greene Goofe.a CoddelJe, pure pure Idelatne. 

amend vs, God amend, we atcmuch out o th way. 



Snter Dumaine. 

Lot,. By whom (hall I fend this (company?) Stay. 
Bero. All hid, all bid, an old infant play, 

Like a dcmic God, here fit I in the skie. 

And wretched fooles lecrets heedtully ore-eye. 

More Sackes to the royll. O heauens I haue my with, 
Dumaine trail lform’d ,foure Woodcocks in a dub. 
Dam. Omoftdiuine Kate* > 

Bero. Qmoftprophane coxcombe. 

Dum. By heauenthe wonder of amortaileye. 

Bero. By earth (he is not, corporal!, there you lye. 
Dum. Her Amber haires forfoule hath amber coted* 
Ber. An Amber coloured Raucn was well noted, 
‘Dum. AsvprigbtastheCedar. 

Ber. Stoopc 1 lay her (houlder is with-child, 

Dum. As faireas day. 

Ber. I as fome dayes, but then no Sunnc muft fliine, 
Dum. Othat J had mywilh? 

Lon. And I had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord. 

Ber. Amen, fo 1 had mine : Is not that a good word 
Dum. I would forget her, but a Feuer (he 
Raignes inmybloud,and willrcroembrcd be. 

Ber . A Feuer in your bloud, why then incifion 
W ould let her out in Sawcers,fweet mifprifion. 

D um. Once more lie read the Ode that I haue writ, 
Ber. Once more Ik marke how Loue can vary Wit. 

Dum nine readeshis Sennet . 



O n a day,alack : the day : 

Loue , whofe Month is euery \LMay - 
S pied a hiujfome paffmgfairc, 

P Uying in the wanton ayre : 

Through the Veluct, Lanes thevptndc- 
^lll vnfeenc, cm pajfagefnde • • 

That 
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houes haboiir’sfoflt 

That the Loner ficky to death, 

}ViJh himfclfe the heauens breath . 
eAyre( quoth he ) thy. cheeky s may blowe, 
tAyre, wouldl might triumph fo. 

But alacke my hand is freer ne. 

Here to plucky thee from thy throne : 

ZJ ore alacke for youth vnme ete. 

Youth fo apt to plucky a five etc. 

Doe not call itfinne in me. 

That I am forfworne for thee . 

Thou for whom loue wouldfcveare , 

Iuno but antActhiope were, 
tAnd deniehimfelfe for loue. 

Turning mortallfor thy Loue « 

This will I fend, and fomething elfe more plainc. 

That (hall rxpreflfe my true-loues faftingpaine. 

0 would the King ,Berowne and Lengauill, 

Were Loners two, illto example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe aperiur’dnote : 

For none offend, where all alike doe dote. 

Lon. Dumaine , thy Loue is farrefrom charkicij , 

That in Loues gtiefe defir’ft focietie s 
You may Iooke pale, but I fhould hlufli I know. 

To be ore-heat d,and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir, you blufh: as his your cafe is fuch* 

Youchide at him, offending twice as much. 

You doe not Loue c Maria ? Longauile , 

Did neuer Sonnetfor her fake compile ; 

Nor neue r lay his wreathed armes atwnart 
His louing bofome,to keeps downe his heare. 

1 haue beene clofely Ihrowded in this bufh. 

And marktyou both,andfor you both didblufh. 

I heard your guilty Rimes, obferu’dyou fafhion .♦ 

Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your padroni . 

Ay erne, fayesone ' O lone 1 the other cries I 
©n her haires were gold, Chriftalitheothers eyes. 

Yotj would for Paradifc breake Faith and trot h, 

And loue for your Loue, would infringe an oath. 

What will B erowneiif w hen that he (hall hears-- 

m m* 













tones Labours loft. 

Faith infringed : which fuchzeale did Lwcare. 

How will he fcorne? how will he fpend his wit ? 

How will he triumph, leaps, andlaugh at ic f 
For all the wealth that euerldidlce, 

I would not hauc him know fo much by me. 

Here. Nowftcp I forth to whip Hypocri he. 

Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace baft thou thus coreproue 
Thefc wormesfer louing, that art moft in loueJ 
Your eyes docmake mo couches in your ccarcs. 

There is nocertamePtinceire that appeares. 

You’ll not be periur’d, ’tis.ahatefull thing: 

Tufli, none but Minftrels like of Sonneting, 

But arc you not alham’d ? nay, are ycunot 
All three of you, to be thus much ore’fnoc ? 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fee : 

But I a bcame doc finde in each of three. 

O what a Scene of fooi’ryhaue Ileene. 

Of fighes, of srones, of forraw, and of teens : 

0 me, with what drift patience haue I fat. 

To fee a Kingtranformed to a Gnat ? 

To fee great Hercyles whipping a Gigge, 

And profound SalomonX\x\\\v\g aTygge ? 

And 7 djfiory\&j atpufli-pin with the Boyes, 

And Criticke Timor, laugh at idle toylcs. 

Where liesthy griefe ? O tell megood Dumaine \ 

And gentle Longauill, where lies thy paine ? 

And where my Li edges ? all about the breft : 

A Candle hoa / 

Kin. Too bitter is thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view ? 

Ber Not you by me, but I betrayed to you, 

1 that am honeft, I that hold it finne 
Tobreakethevow I amingagedin. 

I am betrayed bykeeping company 
With men, like men ofineonftancie. 

When (hall you fee mewrite a thing in rime ! 

Or gronefor loam ? or fpend aminutes time, . 

In pruning mee, when ftia'l y ou heart that I yvillpraife a hand, a 

foote 
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foot j a face’ an eye; a gate, aftatc, a brow,' a breft, a wide, a 
legge, alimme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a- way fo faft ? 

A true man, or a theefe, that gallops fo. 

Ber IpoftfromLouc, good Louer let raego. 

Enter laquenetta and Clorene. 

laque. God bleffc the King. •' .4 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there? 

CIovd. Seme certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. Ifitmarrc nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goein peace away together. 

Iaque . I befecch your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perfon mif-doubtsit: it was treafon he faid. 

Kin. Berorp>ie y read it ouer. He reads the Letter* 

Kin. Where hadft thou it? 

Iaque. OS Co [lard. 

King. Where hadft thou it? 

‘ Cofl Of Dun Adramadio , Duntsddrimadio. 

■Kin. How now, wtiat isin you ? why doft thou teare it? 

Ber. A toy my Liedge, a to/t your graccneedcs not feare it.' 
Lor g. It did moue him to paflion,and therefore let’s heare it. 
T>u/n. Ttis B erownes writing, arid heere is his name. 

B 1??-. Ah you wherefon logger head you were borne to doc me 
fli a me. 

Guilty my Lord,guilty : Iconfeffe, I confefie. 

Kin. What? 

Ber. That y ou three foolcs, lackt tnee foolc, to make vp the 
snefle. 

He, he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-piirfes in loue, and we deferueto die. 

O difmilTe this audience , and I (hall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is euen. 

Berow. True rue, we are fours : will tbcfeTurtles be gone 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walkafide the true folke,and let the traytorsftay. 

Ber . Sweet Lords, fwcec Louers, O let vs irobracc, 
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As true weareasflefliandbloudcanbe, 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heaucn will flicw Ins face t. 

Youna bloud doth not obey an old decree. 

We cannot erotic the caufc why we arc bonis-: 

Therefore of all hands muftwc be fort werne. 

Kino. what, did thefc rent lines (hew tome loueof thine. 
Ser f Did they quoth you? Who fees the heauenly Rofalm^ 
Thai ( like a rude and fauagemanot Inde.) 

/ 1 the foil opening of tire GorgcousEaft, 

Bowes not his vaffall head, and rtrooken blindc; 

Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft ? 

What peremptorie Eaglc-fighted eye 

Dares looke vpon the heauen of hetbrow. 

That is not blinded by her Maicrtie ? 

Kin. W hat zcale, what furie, hash infpir’d thee now c 
My Loue (her Miilreffe) isa gracious Moone, 

Shec (an attending. S tarre) fcarce feene a light, 

Ber. My eyesarc then no eyes, nor 1 Ber owns ^ 

O, but for my Loue day would turnc to night. 

Of all complexions the cul’d foueraignety . 

Doe meet a s at a Faire in her faire chceke, 

Wherefeuerall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants,that want it felfe doth feeke. 

Lead me the florifhof all gentle tongues. 

Fie painted Rhetorickc, O flie needs it not. 

To things of Sale a fellers praife belongs : 

She partes praife, then praife too fhort doth blor, 

A withered Hermite ,fiuefcore winters worns. 

Might fhakc of fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth vatniih Age, as it new borne, 

And giucs the Crotckthe Cradles inlancie. 

O’tis the Sunne, that maketh ail thingsfliine. 

King. By heauen, thy LoueisblackeasEbonic. 

Berov?, IsEbonie like her ?0 worddiuinc? 

A wife of fueh wood were felicitie. 

O who can giue an oath ? Where is a Booke ? 

That! maylwcare beauty doth beauty la eke. 

If that flielearne not of her eye to looke r 
face is faire that is.notfullfo blacker. 

" '«$ ’ ’ Kits,, 
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Kin. O Paradoxc,Blaeke is the badge of hell, 

The hue of dungeons, and the School-e of night: 

And beauties creft becomes the heauen s well. 

Ber. Dcuils fooneft tempt refcmbling fpirits oflight. 

O if in blacfce my Ladies browesbc deckt, 

It mournes, chat painting vfurping hairc 
Should rauifh dorers with afalfc afpeft : 

And therefore is (he borne to make black, faire ? 

Her fauourturnesthcfafliion of the day es, 

Fornatiuebloud is counted painting now# 

And therefore red, that would auoyd difpraife, 
Paintsitfelfeblacke, to imitate her brow. 

To looke like her are Chimny-fweepersblacke. 

Lon . And Cnee her time, are Colliers counted brigh t. 

Kina. And *s£thiofs of their fwcet complexion cracke . 

Dum. Darkneeds no Candles now, for darkis light. 

Ber. Your Miftrertes dare ncucr come in raine, 
Forfearcher colours rtiould be waflit away. 

IGn, ’T were good yours did: for fir to tell youplaine, 
lie finde a fairertace not waflit co day. 

Ber. lie proue her faire, or talke till doomes-day here. 

Kin. No DiueH will fright thee then fo much as fhee. 

Duma. Ineucrknew man hold vile ftuffe fo deere. 

Lon. Looke hecr’s tby Loue,my foot and her face lee. 

Ber. O if the ftreetes were paued with thine eyes. 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 

D uma. Q vile, then as (he goes what vpward lies % 

The ftreet (hould fee as (he walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this arc we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworne. 

Kin. The nleaue this chat, and good Berowne now proue 
Our louing^awfull, and our faith not torne. 

Dum. 1 marry t her e fome flattery for this cuill . 

Long. O fome authority how to proceed, . 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the Diucll. 

Dam. Some falue for periurie, 

Ber. O ’tis more then neede. 

Haue at you then affeffions men atarroes, 

Confidcr what you nrft did fweare vnto : 
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To faft, to fludy , and to fee no woman: 

Flactreal'on againft the Kingly ftate of youth. 

Say, can you faft ? your ftomacks are too young. 
And abftincnce ingenders maladies, _ 

And where that you haue vowd to ftudie (Lords) 
In that each of you baueforfwome his Bookc. 

Can you ftill dreame and pore, and thereon lookc. 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Haue found the ground of tfudies excellence. 
Without the beaucie of a womans face , 

From womens eyes this doftrinc I deriue, 

They are the Ground, theBookes, the Academs, 
From whence doe fpring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, vniuerfall plodding poy fons vp. 

The nimble fpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during a&ion tyres 
The finnowy vigour ofthetraueller. 

Now for not looking on a womans face. 

You haue in that forfworne the vfe of eyes, 

And ftudie too, thecaufer ofyour vow. 

For w here is any Author in the world. 

Teaches fuch beautie as a womans eye 
Learning ishutan adiun& to ourfelfe. 

And where we are, our Learning like wife is* 

Then when our felueswc fee in Ladies eye. 

With ourfclucs. 

Doe we not likewife fee our Learning there ? 

O we haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lords, 

And in chat vow we haue forfworne our Bookes : 
For when would you( my Liege) or you, or you? 
3n leaden contemplation haue found out. 

Such fiery numbers, asthe prompting eyes 
Of beauties tutors haue inrichc you with s 
Other flow Arts intirely keepe the brainc „• 

And therfore finding barren pu&izers. 

Scarce fhew a harueft of their heauie toylc. 

But Loue firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 
liuesnot alone emuredin the braine ; 

But with themotion of all Elements, 
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Courfes as fwtft a* thought in euery power. 

And giues to euery power a double power, 

Aboue their funftions and their offices. 

It addes a precious feeing to the eye : 

A Louers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

ALouerseare will heare the loweft found. 

When the fufpitious head of theft is ftopt. 

Loues feeling is more fofc and fen fible, _ _ 

, Then are the tender homes of Cockled Snailesi 

Louestongueproues dainty, Bacchus groflein tafte, 
For Valour, is not Loue a Hercules ? 

Still eliming trees in the He ft or ides. 

Subtill as Sphinx: as fweec and muficall 
As bright Apollo's Lute, ftrung with his hairc. 

And when Loue fpcakes, the voyce of all the Gods,’ 
Make heauen drowfie with the harmonie. 

Neuer durft Poet touch a pen to write. 

Vntill his Inke were tempred with Loues fighes s 
O then his lines would rauifh fauage eares. 

And plant in Tyrantsmilde humilitie. 

From wcomens eyes this doftrine I deriue. 

They fparklc ftill the right Promethean fire. 

They are the Bookes, tnc Arts, the Academes, 

That fhew, containe, and nourifh all the world. 

Fife none at all in ought proucs excellent. 

Then foolesyou were , thefe women to forfwearc : 

Or keeping what is fworne,you will proue fooles. 

For wifdomes fake a word, that all men loue : 

Or for loues fake, a word chat loues all men. 
OrforMcns fake, the author of thefe Womens 
Or Womens fake, by whom we men, are Men. 

Let’s once loofe our oathesto find our lelues. 

Or elfe we loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes 
It is religion to be thus forfworne. 

For Charitie it felfe fulfills the Law t 
And who can feucr Loue from Charitie. 

Kin . Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the field. 
Ber. Aduanceyour ftandards, and vpon them Lords, 
Fell, raell, downe with them s but be firft aduu’d, 
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Loues Labours loft. 

In conflict that you get the Sunne of them. ' 

Long. Now to plaine Scaling, lay thcfeglozesby. 

Shall vvc refolue to woe thefe girles of. France ? 

Kin. And winne them too, therefore leevsdeuife. 

Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 

Bcr, Firftfrom the Park, let vs conduft them thither. 

Then homeward cucry man attach the hand 
Of hisfaire Miftrefle, in the ahefhoone 
We will with feme ftrange paftimefolacethcms 
Such as the lhortncffe of the time canlhape. 

For Heuels, Dances, Maskcs, and merrie houres, 

Fore.runne hire Lone, ftrewing her way with flowers. 

Kin. Away, away, no time (hall beomitted. 

That will be time, and may by vsbe fitted. 

Ber . A lone .alone lowed Cockell, reap’d no Corne, 
Andluftice alwayes whirlesin equallmeafure : 
light Wenches may proue plagues to men forfwornc, 

If lo our Copper buyes no better rreafurc. Exeunt . 



jitlus Quxiilxxs 



Enter the Pedant , far ate and < Dull. 

Pedant. Satis quidfufficit. 

Curat. I praife God for you , your reafons at dinner haue 
beene fharpe and fententious .• pleafant wi hout fcurrillitie, wit- 
ty without affection , audacious without lropudencie , learned 
without opinion, and ftrange without htre ie ; I did conuerfc 
this quondam day with a companion of the Kings, who is inti- 
tuled nominated, or called, Don Adriano ,dc Armatho. 

Ded.Nouihoneinum tanquatc, His hu mour is lofty, his difeourfe 
pcremptoric , his tongue filed his eye amb!tfous, his gate ma. 
Kiiicall, and his generall bchauiour v due, ridiatbus } and thra- 
fonicall. He is too picked, too Ipruce too affe&ed, too oddc,as 
it were too peregrinate, as I may cat ; it. 

(urat. A moll lingular and boy ;,e Ep'that, 

Dr,,'' .Hi ' r T able booke, 

Did*. He draweth out the shred of hi* verbofitie, finer thefl 
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the ftaplc of his argument. I abhor fuch phanaticallphamafina*,' 
fuch infoeiable and poynt demfe companions, fuch rackcrs of 
ortograpbie, as to lpcake doutfine, when he ihould fay doubt; 
det, when he Ihould pronounce debt ; d c b t not det i heclep- 
cth a CalfjCaufc : lulfe, haufcincighbour -vacatur ncbour;neigh 
abreuiated net this is abhominable, which he would callabho- 
mii iable : ir infinuateth me of infamic ; ne intelligis Domine y to 
make iranuckc. lunaticke t 

far a. Laus deo 3 beneinteUige. 

Peda.Bome boon for boon prefctan t z little fcratcht,’twil fcaitC 
Enter Bragart, Boj, 

Curat, Videsne quit venitt 

Peda, ZHdeo, & gaudee... 

Brag, Chirr*. 

Peda. (fuari Chirra, notSirra? 

Brag. Menofpcacewellineountred. 

*Ped. Moftroilitariefirfaiutation. 

Boy. They haue beene at a great feaft of Languages , and 
ftolne feraps... 

(flora . O they haue liu’d long on the Almes-basket of words. I 
maruell thy M. hath not eaten thee for a word, for thou art not 
fo long by the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus : Thou arc 
eafier (wallowed then a flapdragon. 

Rage. Peace, the pealc begins. 

Brag. Mouniiier, are younotlcttred? 

Pag. Yes, yes, he teaches boyes the Home-bookc: 

What is Ab fpcld backward with the home on his head f 

Peda. Ba, puerhiaWnh a home added. 

Dag, Ba matt feely Shccpe,with a home : you heart his lear- 
ning. 

Peda, Jshtis, quit, thou Confonant ? 

Page. The laftofthe flue Vowels if You repeate them,ertht 
fiftif 1. 

Peda, I will repeat e ch,*m: a el. 

Page. The fheepe, the other two conclbdesit o u. 

Brag. Now by the fait waueof the meditcraneum,lfweet' 
tutch, a quike vcineweof wit, Inipfnap, quick and horaej it: 
teioycan my intelleft, true wit, 

.Page,, 
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f a n e . Offered by a childe to anolde man : which is wi *• 
old. 

What is cbe figure? WhatU the figure? 

Page. Hornes. ' _ 

Teda. Thou difputes like an Infant: goe whip thy Gigge. 

Pag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and 1 will whip a- 
bout your Infamie vnum cita a gigge of a Cuckolds home. 

flow. And I had but one peanie in the world, thou Ihould’ft 
haue it to buy Gingerbread: Hold, there is the very Remunera- 
tion I had of thy Mailer, thou halfe pennie purfc of wit, thou 
Pidgeon-cgge of difcretion.OAnd the heauens werefo pleafed, 
that thou were but my baftard; what a ioyfull father wouldft 
thou make mce ? Goe to, thou haft it ad dungtl , at the fingers 
ends as they fay. 

Peda. Oh I fmellfalfc Latinc, dunghel, for vnguem'. 

Brag . <ts1rtf-man fraambu(at t we will bcfinglcdfrom the 
barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the Chargc-houfc on 
the top of the Mountaine ? 

Teda. Or yJ^Wthehill. 

Brag. At your fweetepleafurc, for the Mountaine. 

Peda. I doe fans quefiion . 

Bra. Sir, it is the Kings fweec pleafurcand affeftion, to con- 
gratulate the Princeffeat her Pauillion, in the poftertors ciih\s 
day, which the rude multitude call theafeer-noone. 

Ted. TheToJleriorof the day, moil generous fir, is liable, 
congruent, and meafurcablc for the afternoon: the word is 
well culd.chofe fwcct,and apt I doc affure fir, I doe allure. 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar^ 
I doe affure you very good friend: for what is inward betweene 
vs, let it paffe. I doe befeech thee remeber thy curtefic. I befeech 
thee apparrcll thy head:and among other importunate gunoft 
ferious defigns,& of great import indeed too.-but let that paffe, 
for I m uft tell thee it wilj pleafe his Gracc(by the world )forae- 
time to leanc vpon tny poore fihoulder,and with his royal! finger 
thusdallie with my excrement, with my muftachio.- but fweete 
heart let that paffe. By the world 1 recount no fable, fome certain® 
lpccial> houoursit plealeth his greatneffe to impart to zsfrma- 
ch a Souldier, a man of traucll,that hath fecnc the world : but 
let that paffe; the very all of all is: but fyvect heart 1 doc implore 
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« fecrecie, that the King would bauc race prefentthe Prineeffe 
(fweet chucke) with fomc delightfull oftentation, or fiiow or 
pageantjOrantickc, or fire-worke : Now, vnderftanding that 
t he C urate and ycur fweet felfe are good at fuch eruptions, and 
fodaine breaking out of myrrh (as it were) I haue acquainted 
you withall, to the end tocraueyour afltftancc. 

Peda.Sit, you <hall prefent before her the nine Worthies, 
Sir, Holofemes 3 as concerning fome entertainment of time, fomc 
dhow in the pofteriorof this day, to berendred by our affiftants 
the Kings command:and this moft gallanc,illuftrate and learned 
Gentleman,before the Prineeffe : 1 fay none fo fitaS to prefenc 
the Nine Worthies. 

Carat. Where will you finde men worthic enough to prefent 
them .? 

Peda. Jo ft a. your felfe : my felfe, and this Gallant gentle- 
man Judas Maccabeus* this S waine(bccaufe of his great limme 
or ioync ) fliall paffe Pomfey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fir error: He is not quantitic enough for that 
Worthies thumb, he is not fo big as the end of his Club.' 

Peda. Shall I haue audience ? he fliall prefent Hercules in 
minoritie : bis entering exit fazM be ftranglingaSnakc;and I 
will haue an Apologiefor that purpofe. 

Tag. An exccllcntdeuice: foifany oftheaudience hide, you 
may cry. Well done Hercules , now thou crulheft the Snake; 
that is the way to make an offence gracious, though few haue 
the grace to doe it. 

Brag. For the reft of the Worthies ? 

Teda. I will play three my felfe. 

Pag. Thrice worthic Gentleman. 

Brag. Shall I tell you athing. 

Peda. We attend. 

Brag. We will haue, if this fadge,not an Antique, I befeech 
you follow. 

Ted. Via good-man Z)«//,chou haft fpoken no word all this 
while. 

“Dull. Nor vndcrftood none neither fir. 

P ed. Alone, we will imploy thee. 

Dull. lie make one in a dance, or fo:or T will play on the Ta- 
bor to the Worthies, and let them dance the hey. 

G ' Fed. 







Loues Labour s loft, 

Ted. Mod D ully honed Dalit to our fport away , Exit°. 
Snter Ladies,.. 

<fu. Sweethearts we fhall be rich ere wc deparr, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in. 

A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds : Looke you, what I haue 
from the Louing King. 

Rofa. Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ? 

Qu. Nothing but this : yes as much louc in Hime ? . 

A s would be cratn’d vp in a fiiccs ot paper 
Writ on both fidcs the leafe, mar gent and all. 

That hewasfaine tofealcon Cupids name, 

Rofa. That was the way to make his God-hud wax ?.- 
For he hath bcene Hue thoufand yeeres a Boy. 

Katb. I, and a (hrewd vnhappic gallowes too. 

Rof You’ll ncere befriends with him, a kild your filler, . 
Katb, He made her melancholy, fad , and heauy, and fo 

foe died,: had (he beenc Light like you, of fuch a rncrric nimble 
ftirring Ipirit, Ihe might a bina Giandam ercfhe died. And fa 
may you : For a light heart Hues long. 

Rof. What's your darke meaning moufc, of this light word l 
Kat. A light condition in a bcauuc darke. 

Rofc. We aecd more light to finde your meaning out, 

Kau You’ll marre the light by. taking it in fnuffes 
Therefore He darkcly end the argument. 

Rof Look wh|t you doe, you doe it ftill i’th darke. 

Kat. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 

Rof Indeed I waigh not yoa. and therefore light. 

Ka. You waigh menoc, O that’s,youcarcnotformc. 

Rof Great rcafon : for pafl cave, is ftill pad cure. 
ffu. Weii bandied both, afet of Wit well played . 

Eat Kofditn^ you haue a fauour too. 

Who fenc it ? and what is it ? 

Rof I would you knew 
And if my face were bu; as fair t as yours, 

My Fauour were as great, he witnelfe this. 

Nay, I haue verfes too., I thankc Berowne , 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too> 

J.were the faired Goddefte on the. ground* 
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1 am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O hehathdrawnc my pidlureinhis letter. 
fft. Any thing like s’ 

Rof Much in the letters, nothing in the praife 0 
fff Beauteous , a s Incke : a good conclulion. 

. Kat, Faire as a text B.in a Coppic booke. 

Rof Ware penfils.How ? Let me not die your debtor^ 
My red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

O that your face were full of Oes. 

fu, A Pox of that ieft, and I belhrewall Shrowcs? 
But Katherine , what was lent to you 
From faire Dumaine? 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. 
flu. Didhenotfendyoutwaine? 

Kat . Yes Madame and morcouer, 

Somcthoufand Verfesofa faithfullLouer; 

A hugetranflation of HypocriGe, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie. 

Mar. This, and thefe Pearls, to mefen iLetfoattite, 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Qu. I thinkeno lefle: doftthou wilhin heart 
The Chaine were Longer , and the Letter fhort. 

Mar. I, or I would thefe hands might neuer part. 
fluee. We arc wife girles to mocke our Louers fb. 

Ref They arc worfe foolcs to purchafe mocking fo.' 
That fame BerorpneWc torture ere I goe. 

O that I knew he were but in by th’wceke. 

How J would make him fawne, and begge, and feeke. 
And waite the feafon, and obferue the times, 

And 1 pend his prodigall witsin booties rimes. 

And ftiape his feruice wholly to my deuice, 

And make him proud , to make me proud that lefts. 

So perraunt like would I o’rcfway his ftate. 

That he fliould be my foole, and I his fate. 

None are fo furely caught, when they arc catchtl 
As wit turn’d foole, follie in Wifdomc hatch’d 
Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpc ofSchoole, 

And Wits one grace to gracea learned Foole ? 

Rof The bloud of vouch burns not with fuch cxcefle, 

, ‘ 





tones Labours lofi 

Grluities rcuolt to wantons be. 

Mar. Follie inFooles bcarcs not fo ftrong a note, 
Asfool'ryin the wife, when Wit doth dote : 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

To proue by Wit, worth in fimplicitie. 

j Enter Boyet. 

Qu. Heere conies Boyet, and mirth in his face. 

Boy. O I am fish'd with laughter. Whet’s her grace 

Qu. Thy newes Boyet i 

Boy . Prepare Madame, prepare. 

Arme Wenches, arme, incounters mounted are 
Againft your peace, Loue doth approach, difguis c d ». 
Armed in arguments, you’ll be (urpriz’d. 

Mufter your Wit*, (land in your owne defence. 

Or hide your heads like Cowards, and Hie hence. 

Qtu Saint T> ennis to S. Cupid : What arc they 
That charge their breath againft vs ? Say fcout fay. 

Boy . Vnder the coole (hade of a Siccamore, 

I choag hr to clofe mine eyes feme halfcan hours.; 
When Io to interrupt my purpos’d reft, 

Toward that ihade 1 might behold addreft 
The King and his ompanions ; warely 
I ftolc into a neighbour thicket by. 

And ouer-hcard, what you fliallouer-hearc r 
That by and by difguis’d they will be heere. 

Their Herald is a prettie knauilh Page : 

That well by heart hath con’d his Embalfage, 

Aftion and acceBt did they teach him there. 

Thusmuft thou fpeake, and thus thy body beare, 
Andeuer and anon they made a doubt. 

Prefence Maiefticall would put him out: 

For quoth the King, an Angell flialt thou fee : 

Yet feare not thou, but fpeake audacioufly. 

The Boy reply ’d,an Angell is not euill : 

3 fhould hauefear’d her, had (hee beene a deuili. 

With thac all laugh’d, and clap’d him on theflieuldeiv 
Making the bold wagg by their pray fes bolder, 
rgb’d his elboe thus, and fleer’d, and fworc, , 












tones Labours lofi. 

A better fpeech was ncuer fpoke before. 

Another with bisfinger and hmhurab . 

Cry’d via, we will doo’c, come what will conic. 

The third he caper’d and cried all goes well. 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and downe he fell .* 

With that they all did tumble on the ground. 

With fuch a zealous laughter fo profound. 

That in this fpleene ridiculous appeares. 

To checke their folly paflions (olernne teares, 
c)uee. But what, but what, come they tovifitvs? 

“Soy. They do, they do ; and areapparel’d thus. 

Like (JWufcouites,ot Ruffians, as 1 gellc. 

Their purpofe is to parlce , to court , and dance, 

Andeucry one his LoucTeat will aduance, 

Vnto hisfeuerall Miftres : which they’ll know 
By fauorsfeucrall, which they did beftow. 

Quyen, And will they fo ? the Gallants (hall be taskt : 
ForLadies; we willeuery one be maskc, 

Andnot a man of them (ball haue the grace 
Defpight offute, to fee aLadiesface. 

Hold Rof aline, thisFauour thou (hah weare, 

And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 

Hold, take thou this my Sweet, and giuc me thine J 
So (hall Berowne take me for R of aline. 

And change yourFauours ioo, fo (hall your Loiies 
Woo contrary, deceiu’d by thelc remoues. 

Rof a. Come on then, weare the fauours moft in fight, 

Kath. But inthis changing, What isyourintenr ? 

Queenc. The effeft of my intent is to crotfc theirs; 

They doe it hut in mocking merriment. 

And mockefor mocke isonely my intent. 

Theirfeuerall counfelsthey vnbofome fhaN, 
Tolouesmiftooke, and fo be mockc wichalh 
Vpon the nest occafion thatwemeece, 

> With Vifagesdifplayd, to talke and greerc, 

Rofa. But (hall wc dance, if they defirc vstoo’c? 

Queen. No, to the death we will not moue a foot, 

Nor to their pen’d fpeech render wc no grace ; 

But while ’tis fpoke, each turne away h A face. 

* * " G 3 V toy* 
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Loues Labour sloflu 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart. 

And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

jQuee. Therefore I doe it, and I make no doubt. 

The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 

Theres no fuch fport, asfport by fport orechrowne : 
Tomaketheirs ours, and ours nonebut our owne. 

So (ball we flay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt,depart away with fharoe. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds, be maskt,thc maskers come. 

Enter BlacMymoores with muficke the Boy with a fpeech,and the 
ref of the Lords difguifed. 

Tage, All baile. the riche fl Beauties on the earth . 

Bcr. Beauties no richer then rich T affaca. 

Pag.*A holy parcel/ of thefairefi dames that euer turn'd thetr 
hackes to mortall viewes. 

ThcLadies turne their backcsto him* 

Ber. Their eye svillaine, their eyes. 

Pag. That euer turn’d their eyes to mortall viewes. Out 
Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out ofyeurfauours beauenly fpirits vottebfafe 
Tfjt to beholde. 

Ber. Once to behold, rogue. 

Tag. Once to behold with your Sunne-b earned eyes f 
With your Sunne-b earned eyes. 

Boy. They will not aniwer to thatEpithite, 

You v re heft call it daughter beamed eyes, 

Pag. They doe not markc roc, and that brings mc out. 

Bero. Is this your perfe&ncffc ? be gon you rogue. 
fa. What would thefe ftrangers ? 

Know their mindcs Boyct. 

Ifthey doefpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fomcplaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. W hat would you with the Princes ? . . - . f- 

Ber. Nothing butpeace, and gentle vifi ration, 

Rof. What would they, fay they ? 

Boy Nothing but peace, andgentlc vifitation. 

Rofa. why that they hauc, and bid them lo be gon. 

Boy 










Hues Labour sloftl 

Boy . Shee fayesyou hauc it,and you may be gon. 

Km. Say to her we haue meafur’d many miles. 

To tread a Meafure with you on the grafte. 

Boy. They fay that they haue meafur’d many a mile,. 

To tread a Meafure witli you on this grafte. 

Rofa. It is not fo. Askc them how many inches 
Is in one mile? If they haue mcafur’d many. 

The meafure then of one is eaflie told. 

Boy. Ifto come hitheryou haue meafur’d miles. 

And many miles: the Princclfe bids you tell. 

How many inchesdothfill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her we incafurethem by weary Heps. 

Boy. She hcarcs hcrfelfe. 

Rofa. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles you haue ore-gone; 

Arc numbred imhecrauell of one mile? 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for y ou, 

Ourdutic isfo rich,fo infinite. 

That we may doe it ftill without accompt. 

Vouchsafe mfliew theSunlliine of your face. 

That wc(iikefauages) may worfiiip it. 

Rofa. My face is but aMooneandcloudedtoo. 

Kin. Bleftcd arc clouds, to cioe as fuch clouds do, 

Vouchfafc bright moone, and thefe thy ftars to (hine, 

(Thofc clouds remoued) vpon our wuicrie eync. 

Rofa. O vaine pcticitmer, beg a greater matter. 

Thou now requeftsbut Mooncfhinc in the water. 

Kie. Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one change. 

Thou bid’ll me begge, this begging is no: ftrange. 

Rofa. Play muficke then, nay you muff doe it {bone* 

Not yet no dance : thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Will you not dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 
Rofa. You tookc the Moone at full, but now (he’s changed? 
Kin. Yet ftill (lie is the Moone,and I the Man. . 

Rofa. The mufieke playes, vouchfafc feme motion to it v 
Our caresvouchfafe it. 

Kin. But your legges Oiould doe it; 

Rof. Since you are ftrangers, and come neerc by chance. 

Wee’ll notlic nice, take hands, we will nos dance.. 

* * 
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Lottes Labour sloU.1 

■Kin. Why take you hands then? 

Rofa. Onely to part friends. 

Curtefie fweet hearts, and fo the Mcafure ends.- 
Kin. More mcafure of this meafure , be not nice. 

Roja. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 
jfotf.Prife your felues: What buyesyour corapaoie ? 

Rofa. Your abfencc oncly. 

Kin. That can n cuer be. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to your Vifore, audhalfeonce to you, t 

Kin. Ifyoudcnie to dance, let’s bold more chat. 

Rofa. In priuatc then. 

Kin. I am beft pleas’d with that. 

Re. White r handedMiftris,one fweet word with thee. 
fht. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : thereis three. 
licr. Nay then two treyes,ar.d if you grow fo nice 
Methegline, Wort, andMalmel'ey; well runne dice. - 
There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

flu. Seuenth fweet adue, fincc you can cogg, 
lie play no more with you . 

Ber . Oncwordinfccret. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou grieu’fi my gall. 

Qu. Gall bitter. 

Ber. Therefore meete. 

r Du. Will you vouchfafe with meet a change a word? 

Mar. Name it. 

Dum. FaireLadie. 

<CMar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord : 

Take you that for your faire Lady. 

Du. Pleafeityou, 

As much in priuate, and He bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong ? 

Long. I know the reafon Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long. 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

And would affoord my fpeechlefle vizard halfe. 

Mar. Vcale quoth the Dutch-man ; is not Vcalea Calfe ? , 

Long. A Calfe faire Ladie ? 

Marl 

, 
















Lottes Labour’ slofl. 

ejltar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 

Long. Lct”s part the word. 

Mar. No, lie not be your halfe: 

Take all and weane it, it may proue an Qxe „ 

is^.Looke how you but your felfe in thefe fharpe tnockcs. 
Will you giue homes chart Ladie ? Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon. One word in priuate with you ere I die. 

CMar. Bleat foftly then; the Butcher heares y ou cry. 

Bojet. The tongues of mocking wenchesare as kecnc 
As is the Razors edge, inuihblc : 

Cutting a fmallcr haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fence offence fofcnfiblc: 

Seemech their conference, their conceits haue wings, 
Fleeterthen arrowes, bullets, wind, thought, fwiftcr things. 
Rofa. Not one word more, my maides,breakeoff,breake off. 
Ber. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

King. Farewell maddc Wenches you haue fimplc wits. 
Exeunt. 

flu. Twentie adieus ray frozen Mufcouites. 

Arc thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

~ Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweet breathe* pufeouti 
Rofa. W el-liking wits they hauCjgrofl^groffe, fat, far. 
fluy O pouertie in wit, Kingly poor* flout. 

Will they not (thinkc you) hang themfclucs to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes fliew their faces : 

This pert Berowne was out of count’uance quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
flu. ^eroB>w<?didfwearc hirofeife out of all fute. 
MarLDurnainevtzs at my feruice, and his fword ; 
Nopoynt (quoth I :) my feruant ftraight Was mute, 
lCa. Lord LongauUli aid 1 came orehisheart .• 

And trow you what he call’d me ? 
flu. Qu.alrac perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 
flu, Go r KknelTe as thou ait. 

Rof. Wcllbettcrwitshaucworne plalne flatutecaps,- 
B ut will you heare; the King is my louc fwor ne. 

* 






Loues Labour's loU. 

gu. And quicke Ber own e hath plighted fahhto me^ 

Kat. And Longauili was for my feru ice borne. 

Mar. Dnmaine is mine as lure as bnrkeon tree. 

Boyet , . Maciamjand pretty Miflreffe* gate care. 
Immediately they will againebc hecre 
In their ownclhapes ; for it can neuer be, 

They will digeft this harfli indignitie. 

Qu. Will they returne ? 

Boy. They wiU,they will, God knorves,' 

Andleapefor ioy, t hough they arelame with bIowc 3 ; 

T herefore change F auours, and when they repaire, 

Blow like fweet Rofes in this fummer airc, 

Qu . How blow# how biow? Speaketo be vndcrftood. 

B oy. Faire Ladies maskc, arc Rofes in their bud : 

Difmaskt, their damaske fweet commixture (hownc, 

Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu. Auant perpfexitiej What (hall we do. 

If they returne in the}r owne lhapes to wo ? 

Reft. Good Madam, if by me you’lbe.adui'sd. 

Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d : 

Let vs complaine to them what fooles were hecre, 

Difguis’d like Mufcouites in IhapelelTe geare : * 

And wonder what they wesrc, and to what end 
Their (hallow fliowes, and prologue vildely pen’d : 

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous. 

Should be prefented atour Tentto vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, with draw: the gallants are at hand. 
gHee. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runne sore Land, 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the reft. 

King. Fairefir, God faue you. Whcr’s thePrinceffe ? 

Boy . Gone to her tent* 

Pleafe it your Maieftie command me any feruice to her,' 

That (he vouchfafe me audience for one word 
Boy. I will and fo will (be, 1 know my Lord. Exit. 

Ber, This fello w pickes vp wit^as Pigeons peafe 
And vtters itagaine,when loue doth pleafe. 

He is Wits P edler, andraaifes his Wares, 

Ac 
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At Wakes,and Waffcls, Meetings, Markets, Fairest 
Arid we that fell by groffe, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with luch (how. 

This Gallant pins ebe Wenchesonhis (lccue. 

Had he bin Adam, he had tempted Eue. 

He can carue too .andlifpe : Why this ishc. 

That kill away his hand in courtefic. 

This is the Ape of forme, Mounfier the nice. 

That when he playes at Tables, chidesthe Dice 
In honourable tcarmes, nay hecan fing 
A meane moft meanly, and in Vftering ( 

Mend him who can .• the Ladiescall him fweet* 

The (hires as he treads on them kiffc hisfeete. 

Thisis the flower that fmilcs on euery one. 

To (hew his teeth as white a* Whales bone. 

And conferences that will not die m debt, 

Pay him the d uty of honie.tongued Boyet. 

King . A blifteron his fweet congue with my hart. 

That put zArmttthoes Page out of his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber, See where it comes. Behauiour what wer’tthou. 

Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what art thou now ? 

King. All haile fweet Madame, andfaire time ofday. 
thu Faire in all Haile isfoule, as I conceiue. 

King. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

<%u. Then with me better, I willgiuelcaue. 

King. We came to viflt you and purpofe now 
Toleade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then. 

Qa. This field (hall boldine, and fo hold your vow. 

Nor God, nor I , delights in periur’d men. 

K ing. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke : 

The vertue of your eye muff breakemy oath. 

Qu. You nickname vertue : vice you (hould hauefpoke: 

For vertues office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
Asthevt»fallied Lilly, I proteft, 

A world oftorments though I (hould endure, 
f would not yeeld to be your houfes gueft j 
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So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Of heauenly oath , vow’d wit h integritie. 

Kin. O you hauc liu’d in defolation hcere; 
Vnfcenc, vnuifited,trrach to our (liame. 

Not fo my Lord, it is not fo I fweare, 
VVehaue had paftimes hcere and pleafant game,; 

A indie ofRuffions left vs but of late. 

Kin. How Madam /' Ruffians? 
fhs. lintruthray Lord. 

Trim gallants, lull of Couttlhip and of Hate. 

Rofa. Madam fpeaketrue. It is not i'o my Lord t. 
My Ladie( to the manner of the daics) 

In curtelie giues vndeferuing praifc. 

We foure indeed confronted were with fourc 
In Ruffia habit : Heere they flayed an houre. 

And talk'd apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 

They didnotbleffevswith one happy word. 

1 dare not call them foolcs: but this I thinkc. 
Whenthey are thirflie, fooles would faine haue drinfce 
Ber. Thisieftisdrieto me. Gentle fweet, 

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we greet 
Withcyesbeft feeing, heauens fiery eye; 

By light we loofe light : your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge Acre, 

■Wife things feemc foolifh, and rich things but poore. 
Roj. Thisproues you wife and rich:. for in my eye 
Be r. Iamafoolc, and full of povertic. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong* 
It were a fault to fnaceh words from my tongue. 

Ber. . 0; I am yours, and allzhat 1 polTelTe. 

Rof. All the foole mine. 

Ber. Fcannotgiue you Idle. 

Rof. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore .? 
Ber- Where? w hen ? what Vizard ? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof. There, then, that vizard, that fuperfhious cafe, 
That hid the worfe,and Ihe w’d the better facet 
Kin.. We are di&ricd; 

Tbcy'llmoekcvs ncwdowncright. 
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e Du. Lervscbnfcffe and turnc it to aieft. 

One. Amaz’d myLord, Whylookes your HignelTe.adde' 
I?o/ 4 .Helpe hold his browes,hc’l found:why looke you pale*, 
Sca-ficke I thinkc, comming from Mufcouie. 

Ber. Thus poure the ftars down plagues tor periury. 

Can any face ot braffe hold longer out , 

Heere Hand I, Ladiedart thy skill at me, 

Bruife me with fcorne,confound me with a flout. 

Thr uft thy fcarpe wit quite through my ignorance.. 

Cut me to peeccs with thy keenc conceit : 

And I will wiffi thee ncuer more to dance. 

Nor neuer morein Ruffian habit waite. 

O! neuer will ] truftco fpeechcs pen’d,. 

Nor to the motion of a Schoole-boyes tongue,. 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, . i- ' 

Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers fong» 

Taffata phrales,filken tearmes precife, 

Three-pil’d Hyperboles, fprucc affettion %~ 

Figures pedanticall, thefe fummer flies, 

Haueblownemc full of maggotoftentation. 

I do forfweare them, and I heere protefl. 

By this white Gloue(how white the hand God knows). 
Henceforth my woing minde lhal! be expreft 
In rulTec yeas, andhoneft kerfie noes. 

And to begin Wench, fo God helpe me law. 

My loue to thee is found fans crackeor flaw. ■ • • 1 

Rofa. Sans fans, I pray you.. 

Ber. Yetlh iuca tricke • ’ • y n •• " 

Of the old rage : beare wuh me, I am fickc*. 
lie leaue it by degrees : loft , let vs fee. 

Write Lord, haue mercy on vs, on thofe three. 

They are infe&cd, inxheir hearts it lies : 

They haue theplague, and caught ofyour eyes : 

T hefe Lords are vifited,you are not frees 
IPorth* Lords tokenson you doe Ifee. 

No, they arefree that gaue. thefe tokens to v«. 

Ber. Ourllatesare forfeit, feeke notto vndoe vs, 

Rof. Ic is not fo ; foshow can this be true, 

That you ftandfotleit, being thofe that fue, __ . 

H 3, 
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L,om Labour sbft. 

Ber. Peace, foe I will not haue to doc with you. 

Rof, Nor fliall not, if I doc as I intend. 

Bcr. Speakefor your fclues, my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach vsfwcet Madame, for our rudctranfgtcflion,' 
iojne faire excufc. 

<Htu The faireftisconfeffion. 

Were you not here but euen now difguis’d.? 

Kin. Madam, I was. 

fhu And wereyou well aduis’d ? 

Kin. I was faire Madam. 

Qu. When you then were heere. 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare ? 

King . That more then all the w orld I did refpeft her. 

£ht. When fisc fliall challenge this you will reieft her. 

King . V pon mine Honour no. 

Qtu Peace, peace,forbcare: 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwearc. 1 

King. DcfpifcmewhenI breake thisoathofmine. 

flu. I will and therefore keepc it Rcfalinc, 

What did the Ruffian whifper in your eare .? 

Rof. Madam, hefwore that he did hold me dearc 
As precious eye. fight, and did value me 
Abouethis world : adding thereto moreouer, 

That he would wed me, or elfedie my Loner. 

fhi. God giuc thee ioy of him .• the Noble Lord 
Moft honourably doth vphold his word. 

Kin. What meane you Madame .? 

By my life, my troth, 

I neuerfwore thisLadie fuchan oth. 

R of. By hcauen you did ; and to confirmc it plaine 
you gauemethis : But take it fir againe. 

King. My faith and this, the Phnceile I did giuc, 

3 knewlher by thislewellonherflecue. 

§£]*! Pardon me fir, this lew ell did ihc weare. 

And Lord BerswneQ rhankc him) is my dearc. 

What? Will you haue me, or your Pearle againe? 

Ber. Neither of either I remit both tvwirte. 

I fee the trickeon’c : Hcere was a conknr, 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 

F -~‘ "• ' ' To 
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, To dafhitlikea CBriftdias Comedie. .. 

Some carry-tale s fomepleafe-man 5 iomeflightZanie, 

Some mumble-newes,fomctrencher-knight,fome Dick, 

That timleshischeekeinyeeres,*ndknowes the trick 
To make my Lad re l a ugh, w hen file ’$ dilpo s’d; 

Told oiir intents before: which oncedjfclos’d. 

The Ladies did change Fauours, and then we 

Following che fignes, woo’d but enc figne of (he. 
Nowcoourperiurie, toaddemoreterror, f ■ 

We arc againe forfworfie in will and error. 

Much vpon this tfs : and might not you-; 

Foreftall our fport,to make vs thus vntrue ? 

Doe you not know my Ladiesfoot by’th fquier? 

And laugh vpon the app lcof her eye. 

And Hand betweene her backc fir, and the fire. 

Holding a trencher, idling merrilie? 

You put our Page ouft : go, you arc alowd.' 

Die when you will, a fmockc fhall beyour (hro,wd. 

You leercvpou me, doe you? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden fword. 

. Boy. Full merrily hath this braue Manager, this carreere 

bene run. 

Ber. Loe,he is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 

Enter Clowne. 

Welcome pure wit, thou part’d afaire fray. 

do. OLordfir, they would know. 

Whether the three Worthies ftullcorac in, or no. 

.tftr. What, are there but three ? 

C'.o. No fir, hut it is vara fine. 

For euene one purfents three. 

Ber. And three timesthrice is nine. 

Qo. Notfo fir, vnder correction fir, I hope it is not fo. 

You cannot beg vs fir, I can aflute you fir, we kn ow what wc 
know : I hope fir three times thricefir , 

Ber • Is not nine. 

Clow. Vndcr correction fir, we-know whcre-vntill it doth- 
amount. 

Ber. By loue, I alwayes tooke three threes for nine. 

Glow-,- 
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dow. O Lord fir, it were pitcic you Ihould get your living 

bvreckningfir. 

' Ber. How much is it? 

Clew. O Lord fir, the parties thcmfclues, the a&orsfir will 
fliew where- vntill it doth amount .• for mine ownc part, I am 
(as they fay, bucto perfe<3 one man in one poorc man) Pompton 
the great fir. 

Ber. Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Clow. Itpleafed them to thinke me worthy of Pompey the 
great : for mine cwne part, 1 know not the degree of the Wot- 
thje, but I am to ftand for him, 

Ber. Go, bid them' prepare. Exit. 

Clo. We will turne it finely off fir, we will take fome care. 

King. Berowne, they will fliaine vs : 

Let them not approach. 

Ber. Wc are fhamc.proofc my Lord: and ’tis fome policic, 
to baueondhew worfe then the Kings and his company. 

Kin. I fay they fiiall not come. 

(gg. Nay my good Lord, let me ore.rule you now ; 
XhatTport befit plcafes, that doth lcall know how. 

Where ZeaJe ilriues to content, and the contents 
Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefents : 

Their forme confounded, makes moll forme in mirth, 

When great things labouring perifh in their birth, 

Ber. A right dclctiption of our fport my Lord. 

E nter Braggart. 

Brag. Annoynted, I implore fo much expenee of thy royal! 
fweet breath, as will vttcr a brace of words. 

Qft. Doth this man fetuc God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? 

Qu. He (peak’s not like a man of God’s making. 

Brag . That’s all onc,my fatre i'weet honie Monarch For I 
proteft the Schoolmafter is exceeding fantafticalf : Too too 
vainc,too too vaine . But we will puc it ( as they fay) to For* 
tuna del a guar , I wiflr you the peace of nynde mod royal! 
complement, , : aftjfcribawbnV . 

Kmg. Here is like to be a good pre fence of Worthies; He 
prefents Hettor of Troy, the Syyaine Pompey the great, the 

Parifii 




Lottes Labours loft. 

Parilh Curate Alexander, nArmadoes Page Hercules, thePe« 
dzatludas Machabeus : And ifthefefoure Worthies in their 
firft Ihcw chriue , thefe foure will change habites, and prefect the 
other Hue. 

Ber. There is fiuc in the firft (hew. 

Kin. Youaredeceiued, tisnotfo. 

Ber. T he Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Pried, the fools, 
and the Boy, 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 

Cannot pricke out fiuc fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The (hip is vnder fade, and here (he coraes amain* 

Enter Pompey, 

Clow. LTompey am. 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

Clow. I Pompey am. 

B oy. With Libbardshead on knee. 

Ber. Well faid old mocker, 

I mud needs be friends with thee. 

Clow. I Tompey am 9 Tompey fur nam'd the big. 

El u. The great. 

Clow. It is great fir : Pompey fur nam'd the great : 

T hat oft in field, wttb Targe and Shield , 

■did make my fee tofweat : 

tsind trauelling along this eoafi, Iheere am come by chance , 

And lay my zArmes before the legs of this fweet La (feef France. 

If your Ladilhip would fay thankes Pompey , I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tis not fo much worth: but Ihopelwasperfctt. I 
made a litle fault in great. 

Ber. My hat to a halfe-penie, Pompey proues die bed Worehic, 
Enter Cur ate for e Alexander . 

Curat.when in theworld Iliu'djwas the worlds Commander' 
By Eafij Wefi, Tforth, & South , I fired my conquering might , 
J\dy Scutcheon plaine declares that I am lifandcr* 

Boyet. Your nofe fay cs no, you arc not : 

For it dands too right. 

Ber. Youtnofefraelsno^nthis mod tender duelling Knight. 

~ i < 9 #. 








Loues Labour slop* 

Ghu The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceed good Alexander. 

GM'Wbett in the world Hi ued^I was. the worlds Commander. 
Bojct. Moft true, ’cis right : you were lo tA/ifander, 

Bcr. Porapcy the great. 

fl o. Your feruant and Cofiard. 

Bcr. Takeaway the Conqueror, take away oAlifander. 
flow. O fir you haue ouerchrowneexf///^W<r?- the conque- 
ror:)' ou will be ferap’d out of the painted cloth for this syour li- 
on that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofe-ftoolc, will be giuen 
toAiax. He will be the ninth worthie. A Conqueror ? and af. 
fraid tofpcake?Runneaway for (hame oAlifander. There an’c 
lhall pleafeyou : a foolifh mildenun,an honeft man,lookc you, 
andfoonedafiit. He is a maruellous good neighbour infooch, 
and a very good Bowler: but for Alifabdar, alas you fee, how 
at’s a little ore-parted. But there are Worthies a commjng vvill- 
fpeake their mindc in fome other fort. Exit fu, 

GJu. Stand afide good Pompey. 

Enter 'Pedant far Judas , and the Boy for Hercules. 

Ped. Great Hercules is presented by this Irnpe. 

Whofe Club kil’d ferberus that three-headed Canus, 

And when he was a babe, achilde, afhrimpe. 

Thus did he ftranglc Ssrpentsin his Marne ; 
fheoniam, hefeemeth in minoritie, 

Ergo, I come with this Apologie. 

Keepelome ftatein.thy it*?#, and vanifib, Exit Boy v 

Fed. Judas Jam.. 

JDttm. A Judas? 

Ped. Ifotlfcariotfir. 

Judas Jam, yclyped LMachabeus. . 

Hum. Judas Machabeus dipt, is plaine Tudas, 

Ber, A kilsing Traitor, How arc thou prou’d Judas ? 

Fed. Judas I am. 

Bum. The more (hame for you Judas.. 

'Ped. What racaric you (ir. > 

Boy. 1 o make ludas hang himfelfc. 

Fed. Begin fir, you arc my eider. 

Ber, Well follow'd, Judas was hang’d on auEidtft 















LouesLabours lo$ 

Fed. I will not be put of countenance. 

Ber. Becaufethcu halt no face. 

Fed. What is this? 

Boy, A Cittcme head. 

Bum. The head of a bodkin. 

Ber. Adeathsfacein a ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarcc fcenc. 

Boy. The Pummellof CafarsVm\cWvon. 

Bum. T he earn’d- bone face on a Flaske. 

Bcr. Saint Georgeshalfc checke in a brooch. 

Bum. I, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and worneinthecapofa Tooth-drawer! 

And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance* 

F ed. You haue put me out of countenance. 

Ber. Falfc, we haue giuen theefaces. 

Fed. But you haue out-fac’d them all, 

B er. And thou wert a Lion, we would do fo. 

Boy. Thereforeashe isan Afle,lcthimgoe: 

And fo adieu Tweet Jude. Nay, why doll thou Hay ? 

B urn. For the latter end of his name. 

B er. For the Af ? to the Jude: giue it him. Jud-as away. 

Ped. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for mounfier/W4.r,it growesdark,he may Humble. 
Glue. Alas poorc Machabeus , how hath he becne baited. 

Enter Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head « Achilles , hcere comes HeElor in Armes. 
Bum. Though my raockes come home by me, 1 will now be 
snerric. 

King. HeElor was but a Troyan in refpeft of this. 

Boy. But isthis HeElor ? 

K in. _ I thinke HeElor was not fo cleane timber’d. 

Lon. Hisleggeistoobigfor HeElor. 

Bum. MoreCalfecertaine, 

Boy, No he is beft indued in the fmall. 

Ber, This cannot be HeElor. 

Bum. He’s a God or a Painter, for he makes faces. 

Ber. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, gave 
HeiStor a gift. 

I a Bum. 
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Hunt i A gilcNutmcgge. 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Lon. Stuckewich Cloues. 

Hum. Noclouen. 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of Ldunces the almighty^ 

Gaue Heller a gift, the heire of IHion ; 

nA man fo breathed , that ccrtaine he -would fight: yea 

From morne till nighty out of his P auillion. 

I am that Flower. 

Dttm. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longauiil,temc thy tongue^ 

Lon.i muft rather giue it the reine: for it runs againft He Bor a . 
Hum , I, and He Bor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweec War-man is dead and rotten. 

Sweet chuckes, beat not the bonesof the buried : 

But I will forward with my deuice ; 

Swec t Roy altic beftow on me the fence of hearing. 



Berewne fieps forth . 

flu. Spcakc braue Hcftor, we are much delighted? . 

Brag. I doe adore thy fweet Graces flipper, 

B oy. Loues her by the foot. 

Hum. He may not by the yard, 

B rag . T his He Bor far re fur mounted Hannibdll. 

The par tie is gone. 

Clow. Fellow He Bor, foe is gone; foe is two moncths on her 
way. 



si rag. vv nat mcancit tnou t* 

Clow. Faith vnlefle you play the honeft Troyan, the poors 
Wench is call away : foe’s quicke, the child brags in her belly 
already :tis yours. . 

B rag. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates ? 

Thou foalt die. 

Clow. Then (hall Hc&or be whipt for Iayuenetta that is 
quicke by him, and bang’d for Pompey . that is dead by him. 
Hum. Moflrar e Pompey'. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

tfcdiuge^ rCatCr t ^ >en - at > great, great, great , Pompey : 'Pompey 



Ham. 
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LouesLabours lofl. 

Hum* Heftor trembles. 

Ber. Pompey is moued, more Atees more Atcc s ftirre them} 
or ftirre them on. 

‘Hum. H e£lor will challenge him . 

Ber. I, if a’haue no more mans bloodin’$belly,then will fup 
aFlca. 

Brag. By the North^pole I do challenge thee. 

Clo. I will not fight with a pole ltkea Northern man ; lie 
flafo , He doc it by the (word : I pray you let me borrow my 
Armes againe. 

Hum. Ruorae for the incenfcd Worthies, 

Clo. lie doe it in myfoirt. 

Hum. fAo&ttfoXviie Pompey. 

Pag. Matter, let me take you a butten hoole lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vneafing for the combat: what mcane you ? 
you will lofc your reputation. 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me,I will not com* 
bat in my (hire. 

Hu. You may not dcnicit, Pompey hath made the challenge. 

Brag. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Ber. What reafon haue you for’c f 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, I haue no foirt. 

I go woolwardfor penance. 

Boy. True,and it was inioyned him in Rome for want of Lin- 
men j fince when, lie befworne he wore none,but a difoclout of 
Iayuencttas, and that he wearcsnexc his heart fora fauour. 

Enter a Mejfenger.CMounfier Marcade. 

Mar. God faueyou Madame. 

gu, Welcome c Marcade, but that thou intermptett our 
merriment. 

Marc. I amforrie Madam, for the newes I bring is hcauy 
in my tongue. The King your father. 

ffu Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euen fo t My talc is told . 

Ber. Worthies away, tbs Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. F or mincowne part, I breath free breath: I haue feene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole ef diferetion, and 1 > 
Will right my felfc like a So uldier. Exunt Worthies . 

Kin. How fare’s your Maieftie? 

■" I 3 SSt- 
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tones Labour s loft. 

Qtt. Boyet prepare, I willaway tonight. 

Kin. Madam not fo,I doe befeech you flay. 
c <gu. Prepare I fay. I chanke you gracious Lords 
For all your fa ire endeuours and intreats: 

One of a new fad-l'oUle, that you vouchfafe. 

In your rich vvifdome to excufe, or hide, 

The libcrall opposition of our lpirits, 

If cuer- boldly we haue borne our felues, 

3n t he comierlc of breath(y ou r gendeneffe 
Was guilds of it. ) Farewell worthie Lord : 

A heauy heart beares not a humble tongue. 

Exciife me lo, commin g fo (hort of thankes, 

Fo^ my great fuitc fo eaiily obtain’d. 

Km. The extreame parts of time, extreamely formes 
AH caufcs to the purpole of his fjpeed : 

And often at his vcrieloofe decides 

That, which long procclle could not arbitrate. , 

And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the Tmilingciirtefic of Loue: 

The holy Suite which faine ic would conuince. 

Yet fince Loues argument was firft oa foote. 

Let not the cloud of forrow iuftle it 

From what it purpos’d ■ fince to waile friends loft. 

Is not by much fo wholfonie, profitable, 

A s to reioyce at friends but newly found. 

ghu I vnderftand you not, my greefes ate double. 

Ber. Honcft plaine words, belt pierce the cares of griefe 
And by thefe badges vnderftand the King. 

For yourfaire fakes haue we neglected time, 

Plaid foule pky with our oathes : your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs, fafhioning our humors 
Euen to the oppofed end of our intents. \ 

And what invs hathfeem’d ridiculous: 

As Ldue is full of vnbefitting ftrames. 

All wanton as achilde, skipping and vaine. 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore like the sie. 

Full of ftraying fliapes, of habits, and of formes 
Varying in fubie&s as the eie doth rouie, 

T o euerie varied obiedb in his glance ; 




tones Labour’s loft. 

Which partie-coatcd prefence of loofe loue. 

I Put on by vs, if in yourheauenlycies, 

Haue misbccomm’d our oathes and grauities. 
Thofeheauetilycycs thatlookeinto thefe faults 
Suggefied vs to make: therefore Ladies * 

Our Lout being yours ‘the error that Loue makes 
Is likewife yours, we to our felues prouefalfe, . 

By being once falfe, for eucr to be true 
To thofe that make vs both.Faire Ladies you. 

And cuen that falfhood in ic fclfe a finne, 

Thus purifies it fclfe, and turnes to grace. 

Qu. We haue receiu'd your Letters, full of Loue; 

Your Fauours, the Ambaffadors of Loue. ■ T. : , 

And in our maiden counl'aile rated them. 

At courtftiip, plcafanr, ieft, ana curtcfie, 

As bumbaft and as lining ?o the time. 

But more dcucut then thefe are our relpe&s 
Hauewenotbeene,and therefore met your loues 
In their owne fafhion, like a merrimenr. 

Du. Our Letters Madam, fhew’d much more theniefh 
Lon. So did our lookes. ' 

Rofa. We did not coat them fo. 

Kin. Now at the latcft minute of the houre. 

Grant vs your loues. 

6)u. A time me thinkes toofhort. 

To make a world- withouuend bargaine in; 

No, no my Lord your graceispcHur’d much. 

Full of deare guiltincfle. and therefore this : 

If for my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

You will doe ought, this dial! you doe for me. 

Your oath I will not truft : but goc with fpeed 
To fomeforlooie and naked Hermitage f .' ' 

Remote from all thepleafures of the world : 

There ft y , vntill the twclue Celeftiall Signes 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning. 

If this -auft rc infociable life, 

Change not your ffor made in heatepfblood : 

If frofts,a.iu fait-, hard lodging, and thin weeds 

Nip not thegaudie bloftomes of your Loue, * 

8ac ; 
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Lone* Labours loft. 

But that itbcare thistriall, and laitlouc: 

Then at the expiration of the y care. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe defat*. 

And by this Virgin Palme, now killing thine, 

I will be thine : and till that indent (hut 
My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfc. 

Raining the teares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of roy Fathers death,' 

If this thou doe denie , let our hands pair, g 

Neither in titled in che others heart. 

Kin, If this, or more then this I would denie* 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heart is in thy brefi. 

Ber. And what to me my Loue ? and what to me $ 
Rofe. You muft be purged too, your fins are rack’d. 
You are attaint with faults and pctiuric: 

T hereforc if you my f auour meane to get, 

A twelue m oneth (hall you fpend, and ncuer reft, 
Butfcckethe wcariebedsof people ficke. 

Du. But what tome my Louc? but what to me 1 ? 

Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeftie, 1 
With three-fold loue, I wifh you all thefe three. 

Z>«. O (hall I fay, I thankeyou gentle wife i 
Kat. Notfo myLord,atweluemonethandaday, 

He marke no words that frooothfac’d wooers fay. 

Come when the King doth to my Ladie come : 
Thenifl haue much loue. He giueyoufome. 

‘Dum. lie ferue thee ttueand faithfully till then* 
Kath. Yctfweare not leaf! ye be foifworne agen. 
JLon, What faies Maria f 
(-Mart. At the tweluemoneths end, 
lie change my blacke Gownc,for a faithful! friend. 
Lon. lie ftay with patience : but the time is long, 
Mari. The liker you, few taller are (o yong. 

Ber. Studies my Lady ? Miflreflc, looke on me , 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye; 

What humble fijitc attend s thy anfwcre there, 

Iiwpofe fomc feruicc on me for my loue 



hones Labours loft, 

Rof. Oft haue 1 heard of you my Lord Berewne] 

Before I faw you, and the worlds large tongue 

Proclaimcsyou for a man repleate with mcckes, 

Full of eomparifons, and wounding floutes ; 

Which you on all eftates will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Wormcwood from your fruitfullbrainc. 

And thcrewichall to win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which lam not to be won: 

You (hall thistwelmonech termeftom day to day, 

Vifite the fpeechletTe ficke, and ftill conuerfe 

With groaning wretches: and your taske (hall be, 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

Ber. To rooue vvilde laughter in the throatc of death ? 

It cannot be, it is impoffible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foulc in agony . 

Rof. why that’s the way to choake a gibing fpiritj 

Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue to foolcss 

A iefts profpcritic hes in the care 

Of him that heares it, neuer in the tongue 

Of him that makes it: then, iffickly cares, 

Dcaft with the clamors of their owne deare grones^ 

Will hcare your idle fcornes ; continue then. 

And I will haue you, and that fault witball. 

But if they will not, throw away that fgiritj, 

And I fnall finde you emptie of that fault, 

Right ioyfull of your reformation, 

Ber. A tweluemoneth C Well : befall what will befall, 

Ileieft a tweluemoneth in an Hofpitall. 

Cfu I fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way* 

Ber . Ourwooing doth not end like an oldPlay : 

lackc hath not Gill : thefe Ladies curtefic 

Might well haue made our lport a Comedie, 

Kin. Come fir, it wants a tweluemoneth and a day, 

And then ’twill end. «#> 

Ber. That’s too longfor a play* 

- 







Loues Labour’s loHl 

£ nter B raggart. 

Brag. Sweet Maieftie vouchfafe me, 

Qtu Was that Heftor? 

‘Dum. The worthie Knight of Troy. 

Brag. I Will kiffe thy royall finger, and take leaue,' 
i am a Votarie, I haue vow'd to laquenetta to hold fhe Plooi 
for her fweet lotse three yearcs. But moft eftcemed greatnefa 
will you heare the Dialogue that the two Learned men hau 
compiled , in praife of the Owlc and the Cuckow? It Ihouh 
haue followed mthe^ndofourfhew# " — — *■ 

Kin. Call them forth quickcly, we wHl doc fo. 

Brag. Holla, approach. 

Enter all. 

This fide is Hiems % Winter. 

Tins the Spring: the one maintained by theOwIe 

Th’otherby the Cuckow. " ~ 

Ver t begip. 

TleeSong, . 



When Defies pied, and Violets blew. 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow hew : 
And Ladie-fmockes all filuer white, 
Doepaintthe Mcdowes with delight,' 
The Cuckow then on euery tree, 
Mockes married men, for thus fines he ’ 
Cuckow. 6 * 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O wordoffeare, 
Vnpleafing to a married eare. 



When Shepheards pipe on Oaten ftrawes. 

And metric Larkes arc Ploughmens clockes : 1 

WhenTurtles tread, and Rookesand Dawe?,’ 

And Maidens bleach their fummccSmockes ; 

The Cuckow then on euery tree 
Mockes married men ; for thus fineshc 
Cuckow. 6 ' 

^Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fe arc, 

Vnpleafing to a nvrried care. 

Winter 




tones Labour's loji, 

Winter. 

When Ifidcs hang by the wall, 1 

And Dicke the Shephcard blowes hlsnailcg 

And Tom bearesLogges into the hall. 

And Milke comes frozen home in paile .* 
When blood is nipt, and waies be fowl s a 
Then nightly fings the flaring Oyvlc 
Tu-whit to-who. 

^ A merrie note. 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot' 



When all aloud the winde doth blow. 
And coffing drownes the Parfonsfaw ; 
And birds fit brooding in thefnow. 

And Marrians nofelookes red andraw .* 
When roafled Crabs hiffe in the bowlej 
Then nightly fings the flaring Owle, 
Tu-whit to-who a 
A merrie note. 

While greafie lone dothkeele the potc 

Brag. The words of Mercurie, 

Arc harlh after the fongs of Apollo : 

I<w that way ; we this way. 

8xmtm»cs\ 
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(In faire Verona, where we lay our Scene ) 
From ancient grudge breake to new mutiny , 
where civill blood makes cipillbandsuncleane. 
From forth thefataU lo'tnes of thefe two foes 
A pair e of ftatre- croft lovers take their life, 
tvhofe mtf adventur’d piteous overthrowes 
Doth with their 

The fear efull pajf lgeof their death-markt love. 
And the continuance of their Parchtsidge, 
which but iheir childrens end nought couldremove , 
Is mwthe two houres traffteke of our Stage-, 

The which if you with patient edresattendf 
what here fbaU miffe , our toyle fbaBftrive to mend . 
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MOST EXCEL . 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Hiflorie of R o m e o and 

j U II E T. 

Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swsrds and Buckler* t 
of the H oufe c/Ca-pulet. 

f ^ m P- Gregorie, op my . word wee’Jl not carrie 
- colics# 




0 Greg. No, for then we (houfd be Colliers. 
VG5&J& a , ne > and we be jn choler wee'iJdraw. 

coikt 9re&: ’ wh: e y0u Jive dravv y° w Decfc « out oftfec 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moved. 
greg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 

Samp. A dogge of the houfe of Mount ague moves me. 

I will take the wall of any man or maide of MmM.net. 
tothemli “ W “ ‘^ ceawea Xe Have, for the weakeflgoes 

men from the wall, and thrufl his maides to thewall. 08 *^" 

Greg. The quarrell is between our Mafters and us their 
aSVw/j. Tis all one, I will ftiewmy felfe a Tyrant, when I have 

thlhekdt thC mCn 1 Wil1 bC CrUdJ With the ra ? id S *I will cut off 
Greg. The heads ofthe maids ! 
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Tbemft lamentable Tragedy 

Samp, I, the heads of the maides/>r their maiden-heads, take 
it in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. They muft take it in fenle that feeleit. 

Samp. Mee they lhallfeele while I am able to ftand 5 and 't is 
knowne I am a pretty piece of flelh. 

Grtg.’Tis well thou art not filh ; ifthouhadft, thou hadft 
beene poore Johu: draw thytoole, here comes ofthehoufe of 
Mountague/. 

Enter two other Servingmen, 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell, I will backe thee. 

Greg. How, turne thy backe and runne ? 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Greg. No marrie,Ifeare thee ! 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides, let them begin. 

Greg. I will frown as I pafleby,& let them take it as they lift. 

Samp. Nay as they dare:I will bite my thumb at them,which 
is a dilgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra, Doe you bite your thumb at ns fir ? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumbe at us fir ? 

Samp. Is the law on our fide if I lay I ? 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bite 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doe you quarrell fir ? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp. But if you.doe fir , I am for you , I ferve as good a man 
as you. 

tAbra.No better. 

Samp . W ell fir. Enter Benvolio. 

Greg. Say better,here comes one, of my Mafters kinltnen.. 

Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw if you be men , Gregory remember thy (wafhing 
blow. They fight. 

Be». Part fooles»put up your fworas, you know not what you 
doe. 

Enter 
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ef Romeo and Juliet . 

Enter Tibalt. 

7>'£*/f.What?art thou drawne among thefe hcartlcffe hindes? 
turne thee B envolio, looke upon thy death. 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put up thy fword. 

Or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib. What drawne and talke of peace ? I hate the word, 

A s I hate hell, all Mount agues, and thee ; 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or foure Citizens with clubi or partifians. 

Offi. Clubs , bills, and parti fans, ftrike, beat them downe 
Downe with the Capuletsrfownzmih the Mount agues. 

Enter old. Capulet inhisgowne, and his Wife. 

(fiap. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 

Wife. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a (word ? 

Gap. My (word I lay, old Mountague is come, 

And flourilhes his blade in Ipight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Moun. Thou villaine Capulet : hold me nor, let me goe. 

M.wife 3. Thou ("halt not ftir one foot to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine. 

Prince. Rebellions lubje&s, enemies to peace, 

Profaners of this neighbour-ftained fteele. 

Will they not heare ? what hoe, you men, you beafts. 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountaines ilfuing from your veines. 

On pame of torture, from thole bloody hands 
* *j°u V y our miftemper’d weapons to the ground,' 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civi 11 brawles bred of an ayrie vvor dy 
By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Have thricedifturb’d the quiet of our flreets. 

And made V rrova’s ancient Citizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred with peace, to parr your cancred hate : 
ir ever you difturb our firee f s againe, 

fives (hall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
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The mofllamentabie Tragedy 
For this time all the reft depart away t 
You (fapukt fhall goe along with me. 

And Mount ague come you this aftemoone. 

To know oiuTurther pleafure in this calc, 

To old Free -Towne, our common judgement place, < 

Once more on paine of death all men depart. 

,v „„ • . TeceunU 

Mount. Who jet this ancient quarrell new abroach > 

Speake Nephew, were yonby when it began ? 

Ben. Here were thefefvants of your adveriary 
And youra clofe fightingere 1 did approach j 
I drew to part them, in themftant came 

The fiery 77^/r withhis livord prepar’d. 

Which as he breath d defiance to myeares, 

He fwong about his bead and cut the ivindgs. 

Who nothing hurt withalhhife’d him in firotne .» 

W hile we were enterchanging cbrufts and blowes, 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 

Till the Prince came, who parcedeither pare. • " , 

Wife. O where is Romeo., faw you him today ?■ 

Right glad am 1 he was not at this fray. 

B en. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt funne 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, : 

A troubled minde drave me to vvalke abroad. 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That W eftward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did 1 lee your Sonne : 

Tow’rds him I made ; buthe was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood. 

I meafuring his aftedlions by my owne, 

Which then mod fought where moil might not be found, 

Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Pur/ii’d my humour, not purfiling his. 

And gladly fhunn’d , who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there been feene. 

With teares augmenting the freOr mornings dew, 

Addingto clouds more clouds with" bis deep fighes, 
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ef Romeo and Juliet, 

Butallfofooneas the al l cheering Stinne / ': -itd'c - 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw - c' • 

The fhadie curtaines from Aurora's bed, 

Away from light fteales home my heaviefpnne. 

And privatein his chamber pens himfelfe, 

Shuts up his windpvvesrlockes faire day-light out, 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night. 

Blacke and portendous muft this humour prove, 

Unlefle good counfell may the caufexemove; 

Ben. My noble unkle doe you know the carafe ? 

Moun. I neither know it , nprcarj learne:of him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d frim by, any meanes?' 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But he his owne affeif ions CounfelloE 
Is to himfelfe (I will not fey how true) 

But to himfelfe (6 fecret and lb clofe, 

So farre from founding and difeovery , rr 
Asisthebudbit with an envious worme. 

Ere he can fpread his fweet leaves toxheayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame j r . 

Could webut learnefromvyhe^cehi&forrojwsgcow. 

We would as willingly give cur© as -know*' ■ 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where, he comes; fopleafe you ftep afide. 

Tie know hi s grievance or be much deni’dv 

Moun. I would thou werx fo harvpy by thy flay. 

To heare true thrift : Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt. 

Benvol . Good morrow Coufin, 

'Rom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

%om. Ay me,lad houres feeme long : 

Was that my father that went hence 1b faft ? 

Ben. It was : what ladnefle lengthens Romeos houres ? 

Rem. Not having that* which having makes them fhort. 

Ben. In love? : ;; 

Rem. Out. 

Ben. Of love? Rom. 
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J ™ wop lamentable Tragedy 

Oiit ofher favour where I am in love. 

ch-f,MU A r S that Iove toggle in his view, 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough m proofe / 

A [ as that love, whofe view is muffled (till, 

Whae (S I° Dt 7 CS ^thwayestohiswill.' 
Where (hall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all * 

Whv ISS U d °r wit , h hatC,buc mQre wkh love : 
Why then O brawling love , O loving hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

O heavie hghtneffe , ferious vanity, 

Miffiapen Chaos ofwell feeming formes, 

Sdll !^ln no^* bri ^ h c0 ^ firc > fickefaealtb, 

Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

his love feele l, that feele no love in this. 

Dolt thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

"Bom. Good heart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreffion. 

R&n. Why luch is loves tranlgreffion. 

Wht f h^ fmy < ? Wne lye heavie in m Y breaft, 

,... 5" c b° u wilt propagate to have it preft 

Doth IHZ e ° fthine v this ,ove thac thou haft fliowne. 
Doth adde more gnefe to too much ofmine owne. 

Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes? 
Being purg d, a fire (parkling in lovers eyes ; 

Being vext, a Tea nourifht with loving teares : 

What is it elfe ? a madneffe moft difcreet, 

A choking gall, and a preferring fweet. 

Farewell my Coze. 

Bf n < Soft, I will goe along, 

And if you leave me fo you doe me wrong. 

Tut, I have loft my felfe, I am not here, 

T ™ ls bee’s fome other where, 

Ben. Tell me in fadneffe, who is that you love > 

U hat ?. (hall I groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but ladly tell me who. 
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if/ Romeo and Juliet* 

"Rom- Bid a fide man in fadneffe make his will s 
A word ill urg’d to One that is lb ill : 

In fadneffe coufin I doe love a woman. 

Ben. I aym’d (o neare when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 

Rem- A right good marke-man : and (bee’s faire I love. 

Ben. A right faire markc, faire Coze, is fooneft hit. 

Bom. Well, in that hit you mifle; (hee’ll not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, (be hath Diane wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm'd, 

From loves weakechildilb bow (bee lives uncharm’d : 

She will not flay the fiege of loving tearmes. 

Nor bide th’ incounter of affailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Saint fcducing gold : 

O (he is rich in beauty, onely poore. 

That when (he dyes,with beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then (be hath fworne that (be will Hill Iivechaft. 

Rem. Sheehath, and in that fparing makes huge waftj 
For beauty fterv’d with her (everity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wile, wifely too faire, 

To merit bliffe by making me delparre: 

She hath fbrfvvorne to love, and in that vow. 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel lit now- 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke ©f her. 

Bom. O teach me how I (bould forget to thinke 

Ben. By giving libertie untothine eyes, '<• 

Examine other beauties. 

Bo* f. 'Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more s 
Thefe happy Maskes that kiffe faire Ladies browes. 

Being blacke,put us in minde they hide thfefaire ; i '. n l 

He that is ftrucken blinde cannot forget ' : i y . i nniil 

The precious treafure ofhiseve-fightloft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is paffing faire; "'-'.r . It 

What doth her beauty (erve, but as a note, 

Where I may readwho paft that paffing faire? r iiv ; 3 03 , ;>•. o > 

Farewell, thou canft not teach me to forget. " ' 1 mit : r! ; . 1 ' 

Ben, ’He pay that do#rine,or elfe dye in debt. 
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Tkemoft lament dhh Tragedy 

Cap. And Mount Ague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, andYis net hard , I thinke. 

For men 16 old asWe tokeep the peace. 

Par , Qf honourable reckoning are yew bot h, 

And pitie ’tls you liv’d at ods fo long, 

But now m.y Lord what fay you to my fuite ? 

Cap . But laying o’re what I have faid before s 
My chi Id e is yet a ftranget inthe world, 

Sheehathddt feene tlwohange offourteene yeeres t 
Let two more Summers wither in, their pride 
Ere we may thinke her tipe to be a Bride. 

Paris. Younger than (be are happy mothers made. 
fap. And too foone mar’d. are thole fo early made ;w 

The earth hkh lvyallpvy’d alimy.bopeS;but Ihe, . ' 

She is the hqpef»U Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gentle 9W«,get her heart? 

My will to her content is but .a part; 

And fhe agree, within her (cope of choice 
Lyes my confent, and tftife according voice, , . 

This night I hold anold aceuftomed feaft, 

W hereto I have invited many a gueft. 

Such as I love, and you among thellore. 

One more (mod welcome) makes my number more ; 

At my poore houfe look© to behold this night. 

Earth treading flarres^iat makedatfke heaven light s. 

Such comfort as doe lufty young men feele,- 
Wh§u well apparqld (v^r/oirEhe hfte.le 
Of limpi ng wmtejjtafeads ; even'fachdeligbt, 

Amongfrefh F^ue11bu<k ifeallyou-thisRi^t 

Inherit at my houfe, heaFeallj’all;fee» 

And like her moft whole merit moftlball be ;/ 

Whichon more view of many, WS beiflgjOne, 

May Band in number^thoughjih lining noae* 

Come, goe with m«-jge^frfffth> trudge ebouc, ,*> • • > : i 

Through fairer>r<;»^,,filw§fh^efe#U8t>Uf»/ . . : 

' My 




*f Romeo and Juliefi 

My houfe and welcome on their plealure flay. 

,J ry ' JSx/t> 

Ser. Find them out whote names are written. 1 Here it is Writ- 
ten, that the fhoo- maker Ihould meddle with his yard , and the 
rayler with his Laft, the filher with his penfill, and the painter 
wit h his nets. But 1 am tent to finde thole perlons whofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the Writing perlon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fire burnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is lelhed by anothers anguifb: 

Turne giddy, and be holpe by backward turning, 

Onedelperate griefe cures with anothers lariguifh ; 

Take thou fome new infeftion to the eye. 

And the ranke poylbn of the old wi 11 dye. 

Rom. YourPlantan leafeis excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Ropi. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad > but bound more than a mad man is,, 

Shut up in prilon, kept without my food, 1 < ■ ’ -• 

W hipt and tormented, and Goddengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? 

Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery. 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without bookc, 

But I pray can yon read any thing you fee > ■: 

Rom. I,ifi know the letters arid the language 
Ser. Yc lay hcneftly, rell ye merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I canread. 

. He reads the Letter. 

S Eigneur Mzxuno, and bis wife & ddughteniCbuntjAnfc jne 
and his beauteous f fieri ,* the Lady widdow f/Utrnvio,^> 
ir Vhcem 'iOpnd his lovely JVeeces; Mercutio and his brothe\ 
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near 
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Lllcio, and the lively Helena. 

A faire a flembly, whither fhould they come ? 
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Thcmfi Lament tbit Tragedy 

Ser> Up* -..1 o • yj ■':;■■■■ * * 

’Rom. W hither ? to dipper ? 

•Sw.Toour houfe. 

Mom. W hofe houfe ? 

i Sen My Matters. 

Mom. Indeed I fhoufd have askt you that before. 

Str. Now He tell you without asking : My Mafter is the 
great rich Capulet, & if you be not of the houfe of Mount agues, 
I pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben. At this lame ancient feaft of (fapulets. 

Sups the faire Rof aline whom thou fo loveft. 

With all the admired beauties of Herona 
Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with fome that I diall drew, 

And I will make thee thinke thy fvvan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fijch falfhood , then turne teares to fire. 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye* 

Tranlparent Heretickes be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love / th’ all-feeing Sun 
N e re fa w her match , fince firft the world begun*. 

Ben. Tut, you few her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall feales let there be waigh’d. 

Your Ladies love againft feme other maide 
That I will drew you fhining at this feaft* 

And die fball leant daew well that now diewes beft. 



■Rg.Ile goe along no fuch fight to be (howne, 

Buttorejoice in fplendor of mineowne. 

jEWrCapulets Wife and-Nurje, 

Wife. Nude, where’s my daughter ? call her forth to mee; 
Nurfe. AT<9» by my maidenhead at twelve yeeres old I bad 
her : eome,what Lamb, what. Lady-bird, God for bid •' 

Where's this Girle ? what Juliet* Enter Juliet. 

Juli. How now ? who calls ? 

Nurfe. Tour Mother. 

3 uli. Madam I am here, what is your will? 

Wife. 
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0/ Romeo and Julief. ’ 

^/a.Th’iS’is the matter. Nurfe give leave a while , we muftr 
talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me, 
thou’fe heare our counfell.Thou know’tt my daughter’s of a pret- 
ty age. 

Nurfe. Faith lean tell her age unto an houre. 

Wife. Shee’snotfoureteene. 

Nurfe. ’ lie lay fourteene of my teeth , andyet to my teene be it 
fpoken, I have but foure,(hee‘s not foureteene. 

How long is it now to Lammas tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or oddytfall dates in theyeer come Lammas Eve 
at night [had (he be fourteen. Sufan and [he, God reft all Chriftian 
foules,were of an age. tVell,Sv\fm is with God,Jhewat too good for 
me. But, as Ifaid, on Lammas Eve at night (hall [he be fourteen, 
then (hall [hee marry ,1 remember it well. 'Tie fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeeres ; and J he was wean d, I never [hall for get 
it, of all the dayes in thejeere upon that day : for I had then laid 
wormewood to my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall : my Lord and you were then at Mantua , nay / doe beare a 
braine.But ,as I faidyohen it did tafie the wormewoodon the nip- 
ple of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty foole to fee it teachie, and 
fall out with the dug : Shake quoth the dove -houfe, ’twos no need 
I trow to bid me trudge : andftnee that time it is clevenyceres y 
for then (he could fiand alone , nay by th' rood [hee could have run 
and wadledall about '.for even the day before [he broke her brow , 
and then my husband , God be with his foule, a was a merry man, 
tookjup the child, ye a, quoth he,doefl thou fall upon thy face? thou 
wilt fall backward when thou hafi more wit, wilt thou not Jule ? 
and by my holidam the pretty wretch left crying and faid,f:to 
fee now how ajefi [hallcome about. I warrant and Ifhalllive a 
thoufand yeeres I never jhould forget it '.wilt thou notjnlc, quoth 
he ? and pretty foole it flint ed and faid, /. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace; 

Nurfe. Yes Madam, yet l cannot chufe but laugh, to thinke it 
jhould leave crying and fay,I,& yet I warrant it had on it brow a 
bump as big as a young cockyrelsflone,aperillotu knock ,& it cried 
bitterly •' yea, quoth my hufbandfalft upon thy face, thou wilt fall 
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The moft lament able Tt aged} 

backward when thou commefi tt age, wilt then not Jule ? it ft in* 

ted andfaidl. , 

J nit* And flint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, lay I. 

Nurfe. P eace ,/ have done: God marke thee to hie grace, thou 
waft the prett left babe that ere Jrurlf , and / might live to fee 
thee married once, l have my wifh. 

Old La. Mary that marry is the very Theame 
I came to talke of : tell me daughter Juliet, 

How ftands your difpofitions to be married ? 

Juliv It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. ^n houre ! were not lonely Nurfe , I would far thou 
hadftfuckt thy wifdome from thy teat. J 

Old La. W ell, tbinke ofMarriage now, younger than you 
Herein Verona , Ladies of efteemc. 

Are made already mothers by my count : 

I was your mother much upon thefe yeares 
That you are now a maide : thus then inbriefe. 

The valiant ‘Paris feekes you for his love. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady, Lady, fuch a man at all the world, 
Why hee’s a man ofwaxe. 

Old La. Vi r rona's Summer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. AT ay hee s a flower, in faith a very flower : 

O/isl La. W hat lay you ? can you love the Gentleman ? 

This night you fhall behold him at ourFeaft, 

Read o’re the volume of young Paris face. 

And finde delight writ there with beauties pen. 

Examine every feverall lineament, 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what obfeur’d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover. 

To beautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

Thefifh lives in the fea, and *tis much pride. 

For faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth fliare the glory. 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So fhall you lhare all that he doth poffefTe, 



of R omeo and Juliet. 

By having him, making your felfe no lefle. 

Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speake briefly, can you likeo (Paris love ? 

Juli. Tie looke to like, if looking liking move. 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye, 

Tha n your confent gives ftrength to make it flye. Ent erfervingi 
Serving. Madam, the guefts are come, fupperferv’dup,you 
cal Id, my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe eurft in the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity : I muft hence to wait, I befeech 
you follow ftrait. 

Mo. We follow thee : Juliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe girle, feeke happy nights to happy dayes. 

Exeunt^ 



Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benvolio,wif£ five or fixe other 
Maskers, T orch-bearers. 

Rom. What ? fhall this fpeech be (poke for our excufe ? 
Or fhall we on without Apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixity, 

W ee’ll have no C#pidhood-winkt with a skarfej 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow -keeper. 

But let them meafurc us by what they will, 

W ee'll mealiire them a meafurc and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch , I am not for this ambling, 

Being but heavie I will beare the light* 

Mer. Nay gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance. 

Rom. Not I believe me, you have dancing fliooes 
W ith nimble foies ; I have a lbule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer . Y ou are a Lover , borrow f'upids wings,. 

And fore with t hem above a common bound* 



Rom. I am too fore enpearced with hrs fhafiy 
To foare witbhis light feathers ; and fb bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under lovesheavieburthen doe Lfinke. 



y Mer, And 1 , to fluke mis fhould yon burthen love, 

Toogteat opPEcffioniw a tender thflte. :r - r 

# Romeo, 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

T$m. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough* 

Too rude 5 too boifterous, and it prickes like thorne. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love* 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love dovvne. 

Give me a cafe to put myvifagcin, 

A vilbr for a vilbr .• what care I 

What curious eye doth quote deformities* 

Here are the beetle-browes fhallblufhforme. 

Ben. Come knock and enter, and no looner in. 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rom. A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenfelefle rulbes with their heeles , 

For I am proverb’d with a graunfire phrale. 

Tie be a candle-holder and lookeon, 

The game was ne’re fo faire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe.the ConftaWes owneword i 
If thou art dun wee’ll draw thee from the mire : 

Or fave you reverence love, wherein thou ftickeft 
Up to t he eare s : come we burne day-light ho. 

Rom. That’s not lb. 

Mer. Imeane firindelay. 

We wade our lights in vainc, lights lights by day t 
Take our good meaning, for our judgement fits, 

Five times in that, e’re once in our fine wits. 

%om. And we meane well in going to this Mask.. 

But ’tis no wit to goe. 

Mer. Why, may oneaske ? 

Rom. I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And (o did I. 

Torn. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

, Rom. In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true. 

Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath been with you : 

Shee is the Fairies Midwife, and fliee comes in fbape no bigger 
than an Agat ftone > on the fore-finger of an Alderman, drawne 
with a tceme of little atomies*, over mens nofesas they lye a- 
ileep,her waggon ipoke^mafle of long ipinners legges, the cover' 
W of 
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-of the wings of graflioppers, her traces of the fmaUeft fpiders 
web, her collers of the moon-fihines watry beames , her whip of 
Crickets bone, thelafliofPhilome, her waggoner a (mill gray 
coated Gnat , not halfe fobiggeasaround little wormeprickt: 
from the lazie finger of a man, her chariot is an emptieHafell 
nut, made by the J oyner Squirrell or old Grub,timc out of mind 
the Fairies Coacn-makers : and in this ftate (hee gallops night 
by night through lovers braines, and then they dr'eame oflove : 
on Courtiers knees, that dreame on Curfies ftrait j o re Lawyers 
fingers,who ftrait dreame on fees j o’re Ladies lips, who flrait on 
kiffes dreame; which oft the angry Mab with blitters plagues, 
becaufe their breath with fweet meates tainted are : fometimes 
Iheegallopsofe a Courtiers no(e,and then dreames he offmel- 
ling out afuit ; and fometime comes (he witha tithe-pigs taile, 
ticklingaParfons nofe as a liesafleepe , then he dreames ofan- 
other Benefice ; fometime flbeedriveth o’rea fouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine throats , of breaches, 
ambufcadoes,Spanifhblades, ofhealths five fadom£ deep , and 
then anon drums in bis eare , at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fweares a prayer or two, and fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab thatplats the manes of horfes in the night, 
and bakes the Elflockes in foule fluttifh haires , which once un* 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

Thisis the hag, when maides ly on their backes, 
Thatpreffesthem,and learnesthem firfttobeare. 

Making them women ofgood carriage : 

' Thisis lhee. 

Tom. Peace, peace, Mer cut io peace. 

Thou talkfl^of nothing. 

Mer. True , I talke of dreames . 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot Of nothing but vaine phantafie, 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more unconttant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofbme of the North; 

And being angred, puflfes away from thfiflee. 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping 4ith. 

£ JBen> 











Themojl lamentable Tragedy 
Ben. This wind you talkeof blowes us from our felves. 
Supper is done, and we (hall come too late. 

Rom. I feare too early, for my mind mifle-gives, 
Someconfequence yet hanging in the ftarres, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights revells , and expire the terms 
Of a defprfed life clos’d in my breaft, 

By fomevile forfeit of untimely death. 

But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe, 

Dire6t my fiite : on lufty Gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stage, and Servingmn tone 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

.for. Where’s Potpan , that he helpes not to take awayj? 

He fhift a Trencher ? he icrape aTrencher ? 

i. When good manners (hall lye all in one or two mens 
hands,andthey unwafht too, ’tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the join-ftooles, remove the Court-cupboard, 
looke to the plate, good thou lave me a piece of March-pane, and 
as rhou loves mee let the Porter let in Su fan Grind- pone , and 



Nell, Anthonie and Potpan . 

2 . 1 Boy ready* 

Ser. You arc lookt for and cald for,askt for and fought for in 
the great chamber. 

5 . We cannot be here and there too, chearly boyes, 
Bebriske a while, and the longer liver take all. 

Exeunt, 



Enter alltheguefis and Gentlewomen to 
the Maskers. 

i . fap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 
Unplagned with Cornes will walke about with you : 

Ah my Mi ftreffes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance ? fhe that makes daintic, 

She Tie lwear hath Gornes: am I come neare yon now? 
Welcome Gentlemen,! have leentheday 
That I have worne a Wor, and could tell 
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Awhilperingtaleina faire Ladies eare. 

Such as would pleafe : 'tis gone,’ti$ gone,*tis gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen : come Mufitians play. 

Mu ft eke playet and they dame . 

Ahall,a hall, give roome, and foot it girles, 

More light you Knaves, and turne the tables up, 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot* 

Ah firrah.this unlookt for fport comes well. 

Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capa let, 

For you and I arepaft our dancing dayes : 

How long iff now fince laft yourielfe and I 
Were in a Make? 

a . Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres. 

1 . Cap. What man?’tis not lb much,' ’tis not fo much? 

’Tis fince the Nuptiallof Lucientio : 

Come Pcntecoft as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty yeeres, and then we masfce. 

2. Cap. Tis more, 'tis more, his fonne is elder fir, 

Hislbnneis thirty. 

i . Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a Ward two yeeres agoe. 

'Pom. What Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

fhe doth teach the torches to burne bright : 

It feemes fhe hangs upon the cheekeof night. 

As a rich jewell in an ^Ethiops care. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : . 

S© (hewes afnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellowes fliowes : 

The meafure done, ’He watch her place offtand. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forlweareit fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice fhould be a Mount ague,- 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the Have, 

Come hither cover’d with an antique face, 

.Ca * Ti> 












The mofi lament a lie tragedy 
To fleere and fcorne at our lolemmty ? 

Now by the ftocke and honour of my kin , . 

To ftrike him dead I hold ic not a fin. 

C ap. Why how now kinfman ? wherefore ftorme you lo ?'? 
TV*. Uncle this isaMoHHtagueomloc, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpighr, 

T o fcorne at our folemnity this night. 

C ap. Young 'Romeo , is it ? 

Tib-’ Tis he, that villaine 'Romes. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coze, let. him alone* , 

A beares him like a portly Gentleman, 

And to lay truth Verona brags of him, * 

To be a vertuous and well govern’d youth j 

1 would not for the wealth of all this Towne ; 

Here in my houfe doe him dilparagement : 

Therefore be patient , take no note of him. 

It is my will, the which ifthou refpe<ft. 

She w a faireprefence, and put oft' thefe frownes. 

An ill beleeming femblance for a feaft. 

Tib. It fits when liich a villaine is a gueft,. 

Tie not endure him. 

Cap. He fhall be endured, 

W hat ? goodman "boy, I fay he foall, goe too, .. *. . 

Am I the Matter here or you ? goe too : 

You 11 not endure him, God fhall mend my fouled, : ' . 

You’ll make a mutiny, among my guefts, m . ' 

Y on will let a cocke a hoope, you’ll be the man. 

T if?.. W hy Uncle ’tis a foame* 

C a b Goe too, goe too, ; ; - !s , ' 

Y on are a laucy boy : iftib indeed ? 

This trick may chance to Icath yon I know what-c 
You muft contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

Well laid my hearts ; you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for fhame) , 

2 le make you.quiet (what) chearely my hearts. ! 

T/^.Patience perforce with wilfull choler meeting* :,•> 

Makes my flefo tremblein their different greeting ; 

I wifi* ! 
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Twill withdraw , but this intrufion fhall. 

Now Teeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. $Xiti 

r Rom. If I profane with my unworthieft hand. 

This holy forine,thc gentle finne is this, 

My lips two blufoing Pilgrims ready (land. 

To Imooth that rough touch with a tender kilfe. 

Jnl. Good Pilgrim, you doe wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly.devotion fhewes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch. 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kifle. 

Rom. Have not Saints lips , and holy Palmers too ? 

Jal. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft ufe in Prayer- 
%om. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 

They pray, grant thou, left faith turne to delpaire. 

Jul. Saints doe not move, though grant for prayers fake. 
Rom. Then move not while my prayers eft’e& I take : 

Thus from my lips by thine my fintoe is purg’d. 

JuL Then have my lips the finne that they have tooke. 

Rom- Sin from my lips / O trcfpaflefweetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe. 

JuU You kiffe bith booke, 

Narfe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 

%om. What is her mother ?. 

Tfurfe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfe, 

And a good Lady, and a wife and vertuous : 

I nurc’t her daughter that, you talktwithall; ■ 

I tell you he that can lay hold of her, . 

Shall have the chinckes. 

Rom. Is foe a Capulet V 
© deare account my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the (port is at the beflv 
i?c«z.I,lbIfeare,the moreis my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

W e have a trifling foolifo banquet towards : 

Is it e’en lb ? why then I thanke you ali, 

I thanke you honeft Gentlemen, good night. . 

iMore 
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Themoft lamentable Tragedy 

More torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 

A h firrab, by my fay it waxes late, 

’lie to my reft. 

Jnli, Come hither Nurle, what is yond Gentleman? 

JVurf. The fbnne and heire of old Tyberio. 

Jttl. What’s he thac now is going cut of the doore ? 

JVurf. Marry that I thinke be young Petrucheo. 

3 uL W hat’s he that followes here, that would not dance- ? 
Nurfe. I know not. 

J ul. Goe aske his name, if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

JZfyrf. His name is -Romeo, and a Mountain, 

The onely fbnne of your great enemy. 

J ul. My onely love fprung from my onely hate, 

Too early feene unknowne, and knownc too late 
Prodigious birth of love itis to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nurf. What’stis ? what's tis f 
3“l- A Ryme I learnt even now 
Ofone I danc’t withall. 

One calls wit bin Juliet; 

Nurf , Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeunt* 

. T Chortu. 

iNow old defire doth in his death-bed lye. 

And young affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

Thatfairefor which loveeroned andwould dye. 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now 'Romeo is belov’d and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes : 

But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loves fweet bait from fearefull hooks. 

Being held a foe, he may not have accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as lovers ufe tofweare: 

And fhe as much in love, her meanes much leffe. 

lo meet her new beloved anywhere. 

Bat 
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ef Romeo and Juliet.' 

But paflion lends them power, time meanes to meet. 

Tempring extremities with extreme fweet. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

‘Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 
Turnebacke dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben. Borneo, very Coufin Romeo , Romeo. 

Mer. He is wife, and on my life hath ftollen him hometobed 
Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay Tie conjure too. 

Romeo, humours, m? dam, paflion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likencffe cfa figh, 

S peake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d ; 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but love and dye, 

Speake to my Goffip Venus on'- faire word. 

One nickname to her purblind fbnne and heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot lb true. 

When King (Jopkctua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him : 

I conjure thee by Rojalines bright eyes, 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh, - 
And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, 

That in thy likeneffe thou appeare to us. 

Ben.hna ifbeheare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
To raife a jpirit in his Miftreffe circle, 

Offome ftrange nature, letting it there Hand 
Till fhe had layd it, and conjur’d it downe. 

That were fome fpight. 

My invocation is faire and fioneft, and in his Miftrefle name, 

I conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Ben. Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees, 

To be conferred with the humorous night : 

Blind is his love, and beft befits the darke. 
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Mer. Iflove be blind, lovecannot hit themarkei 
Now will be fit under a Medlar tree, 

And willi his miftrefle were that kinde offruit. 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone* 

O Romeo that fhe were, O that fhe were 
An open and catera, and thou a Poperin peare. 

Romeo good night, Tie to my Truccfe-bed, 

This field-bed is too colder me to fieep : 

Come, fihall we goe ? 

Goe then, for 'tis in vaine to feeke him here, 
Thatmeanes not to be found* Exeuntl 

Rom. He jefts at fcarres that never felt a wound: ' 

But loft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 
it is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne.: 

Arife faire fiinne, and kill the envious moone. 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide art farre more faire than foe : 

Be not her maide fince foe is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but ficke andgreene. 

And none but fooles doe vveareit, caft it off : 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that foe knew foe weres- 
She Ipeakes, yet foe fayes nothing jwhat of that ? 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anfwere it : 

I amtoo bold/tis not to me foe ipeakes : 

Two of the faireft ftarres in all the heaven. 

Having iome bufinefle, doe entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne : 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 
Thebrightnefleofhercheeke would foame thole ftars, 
As day-light doth a lamped her eye in heaven. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright. 

That birds would fing, and tninkeit were not night. 

See how foe leanes her cheeke upon her hand, 

O that I were a glove upon that hand, 
fhac I might touch that choeke. 

J«/.Ayme, 

Rom, She Ipeakes. 
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«/Homeo and Juliet 

Oh fpeake againe bright AngellJ, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being o’re my head. 

As is a winged mefienger of heaven 
Unto the white up-turned wondring eyes 
Of mortals that fall backe to gaze on him. 

When hebeftrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bolbmeoftheAire. 

Jut. O Rome ofiomco wherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my love. 

And ’He no longer be a Capulet. 

Rojn. Shall I heare more ? or foall I fpeake at this ? 
y«/.’Tisbut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Mount ague. 

What’s Mount ague ? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arme,nor face. O be forne other name 
Belonging to a man. 

W bait’s in a name ? That which we call a Role, 

Byany other word would fmeliasfweet : 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call’d, 

Retaine that deare perfe&ion which he owes. 
Without that title : Romeo d’off thy name, 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and ’He be new baptiz'd, 
Hence-forth I never will be Rgrneo . 

J«/.What man art thou, that thusbeicreen’d in night 
So ftumbleft on my counfell? 

.fo.By a name,I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name deare Saint is hateful 1 to my felfe, 
Becaufeit is an enemy to thee : 

Had I it written, I would t«are the word. 

JullMy eares have yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo , and a Mount ague ? 

Rom. Neither faire maide, if either thee diflike. 

D 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

J#/.Howeam’ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 

The Orchard walls arehigh and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering who thou art, 

If any of my kinfmen finde thee here. 

Rom.With loves light wings did lore-perch thefe. walls. 
For ftony limits cannot hold love out ; 

And what love can doe, that dares love attempt ; 

Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jul. If they doe fee thee they will murther thee* 

Rom. Alack, there lyes more perill in thine eye. 

Than twenty oftheir Ivvords : looke thou bat fwcet. 

And I am proofe agairift their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world they law thee here. 

Rom.I have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes. 

And but thou love me let them finde me here $ 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

.Than death prorogued wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whole diredfion foundft thou out this place ? 

Rom. By love that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no Pilot, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaft fhore wafiht with the farthefi fea, 

I fliould adventure for luchmerchandife. 

>/.Thou know’ft the maske of night is on my face,- 
Elle would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night 0 
Fainewould Idwell on forme, faine, faine deny 
W hat I have Ipoke ; but farewell complement : : 

Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

And I will take thy word ; yet if thou fwear’ft. 

Thou maift prove falie : at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think’ft lam too quickly wonne. 

He frowne and be perverfe , and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe , but elle not for the world, 

In truth fairc Mount ague I am too fond 
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And therefore thou maift thinke my behaviour light $ 
But truft me Gentleman I’le prove more true, 

Than thofe that have more coy ing to be ftrange s 
I fhould have beene more ftrange, I muft confefle. 

But that thou overheardft ere I was ware 
My true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love. 

Which the darke night hath lbdifcovered. 

Rom. Lady,by yonder bleffed moone I vow. 

That tips with filver all thefe fruit tree tops. 

Jul. O fweare not by the moone.th’inconftant moonft 
That monthly changes in lier circled orbe. 

Left that thy love prove likewife variable. 

Rom. What fhall I Iweare by ? 

Jul. Doe not Iweare at all : 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gracious felfe. 

Which is the god of my idolatry. 

And I’le beleeve thee. 

Rom. If my hearts deare love. 

Jul. Well, doe not Iweare , although I joy in-thee, 

I have no joy of this contra# to night, 

It is too rafh, too unadvis’d, too fudden, 

Too like the lightning , which doth ceafe to be 
Ere one can fay it lightens : fweet good night : 

This bud of love by fummers ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet : 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweet repofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart as that within my breaft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leave me lb unlatisfied ? 

Jul. W hat fatisfa#ion canft thou have to night ? 

^.Th’exchange ofthy loves faithfull vow for mine. 








Jul. I gave thee minebefore thou didft requeft it. 

And yet I would it were to give againe. 

Rom. Wouldft thou withdraw it ? for what purpofe love ? 

Jul. But to be franke and give it thee again. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I have. 

My bounty is as boundlefie as the fea, 
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The mo ft lament able Tragedy 
My love asdeepe, the more I give to thee 
The more I have , for both are infinite : 

I heare feme noife within, deare Love adue ; 

Anon good Nurfe , fweet Mount ague be true : 

Stay but a little , I will come againe. 

Rom. O bleffed,blefled night, I am afeafd 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to.be fubftantiall. 

Jul. Three words deare Romeo, and good night indeed. 
Ifthat thy bent of love be honourable. 

Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me Word to morrow, 

By one that 1’le procure to come to thee, 

W here and what time thou Wild performe the rites. 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay. 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world. Madam. 

I come anon : but if thou meanft not well,' 

I doe befeech thee fby and by I come) Madam. 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my griefe, 

To morrow will I fend. 

Rom. So thrive my Soule. 

Jul. A thoufand times good-nrght. 

Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight. 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their bookes. 

But love from love toward Schoolc withheavielookes. 

Enter Juliet againe. 

Jul. Hift Romeo , hift : O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taflel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elle would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe than mine, 

W ith repetition ofmy Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How Silver Sweet found Lovers tongues by night ? 

Like fbfteft Muficke to attending eares. 

Jul. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

Jul. W hat a clocke to morrow 




of Romeo and Juliet. 

Shalt I fend to thee? 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 

Jul. I will not faile, ’tis twencie yeeres tilltnen : 

I have forgot why I did call thee backe. . 

RomlLtt me fland here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I ilia 11 forget to have thee ftill fland there, 
Remembring how I love' thy company. 

Rom. And Tie ftill flay, to have thee ftill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but this • 

Jul.’Ti s almoft morning, I would have thee gone. 

And yet no farther than a wantons bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like a poore prilbner in his twifted gyves, _ 

And with a filkenthred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom . I would I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fliould kill thee with much cherishing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet Sorrow, 

That I Shall fay good night till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy brealt. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

His helpe to crave, and my deere hap to tell. 

Exiti 

Enter Frier alone With a Basket. 

Fri. The grey ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning nighr. 
Checkring the Eaftern clouds With ftreakes of light : 

And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard redes. 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles. 
Now ere the funne advance his burning eye, 

The dayto cheere , and nights danke dew todry, 

3 muft upfill this Oder Cage of ours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Tombe ,* 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe ; 
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And from her vvorabe children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural 1 bolbme finds ' •'* 

Many for many vertues excellent. 

None but for lome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs, Hones, and their true qualities .* 

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth feme fpeciallgood doth give : 

Nor ought fo good, but Grain’d from that faire ufe, 

Revolts from true birth, tumbling on abufe . 

Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mif-appli’d. 

And vicefometime by a<ftion dignifi’d. 

- , . Ey,ter Romeo. 

Within the infant rindeof this weake flower 
Poylon hath refidence, and Medicine power : 

Reino?! fmeIt S th , thac : P art ^eares each parts 
Being taftedflayes all fenfes with theheart. 
rwoluch oppoled Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death .eates up that plant. 

Rom. Good morrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite : 

What early tongue fo fiveet faluteth me * 

Young fonne it argues adiftemper’d head. 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watchvin every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye : 

But where unbruifaj youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch his limbes, there golden fleep doth rcien. 

Therefore thy earlinefle doth me afTure, 

Thou art uprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night. 

"Rom. That laft is true, the Tweeter reft was mine. 

Fm. God pardon fin, waft thou with 7 \ofaline f 
Rom. With Rof aline, my ghoftly father, no, 

'■ ' " 7 
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a/ Romeo and Juliet. 

1 have forgot that name, and that names ' woe. ■ 

Fri. That’s my good fonne , but where haft thou been then , 
Rom. l’le tell thee erethon aske it me agen ; 

I have been feafting with mine enemy, 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me. 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy Phyficke lyes : 

I beare no hatred bleffed man, for foe. 

My interceflion likewife fteads my foe. _ . 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling confeffion findes but rid ling fhrift. ' . . 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare love is let 
On the faire daughter of rich (fafttlet : 

A s mine on hers, fo hers is fetonmine, 

And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how. 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
l’le tell thee as we pafle : but this I pray, 

That thou confent to marry us to day. 

FrL Holy S .Francis , what a change is here . 

Is Rofaline, whom thou didft love fo deare, 

So foone forfaken? young mens love then lyes 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
lefts Maria l what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ■ 

How much (alt water throvvne away in vvafte. 

To feafon love that of it doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven cleares. 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient eares ; 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. _ 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this Sentence then, ’> 

Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Rotn. Thouchid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline. 

Jr/.For doaring>not for loving, Pupil! mine. ^ 













Exeunt, 
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’Rom . And badft mebury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave. 

To Jay one in, another out to have. 

Rom - 1 pray thee chide me not, her I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for Jove allow : 

The other did not Jo. 

Fri. O foe knew well. 

Thy lovedidreadbyrote that could not JpcJJ: 

But come young Waverer , come and goe with me. 

In one relpeft 'lie thy affiftant be : 5 

For this alliance may lo happy prove. 

To turne your houfoolds rancor to pure love. 

Rom. O let us hence , I ftand on fudden hafte. 

Frt. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

__ , F.nter Benvolio Mercutio. 

hofTo^r tKDev ' ,,fl '°” ld[Ws ^ i >''^h erot 
B , e "' N«t° his fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

^Vr. why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that RcCtfine 
Torments him lb , that he will lure run mad 

his Fa^^t^fe h=K ' nr ^ nt00ld ^" / " jhath ^ a teterto 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Fen, Romeo will anfverit. 

Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 
bcinglS " I|K Lmers hce dar«, 

Me r. Alas poore Romeo , hee is already dead , ftab’d with a 
white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with a Love- 

b$hl K Z P T ° fh,S h ” rC ckfi w ' tb the Mnde 

Dut-lhatt . and is he a man to encounter Tibalt > 

Rom. why ? what is Tibalt ? 

^ f r.More than Prince ofCats : O hee’s the courageous 

Spesrimt C H°I? P emenr i : heC fightS 35 y° u fm S Frickeriong, 

M?rwo TnH d ^ ai, f • ’ j • d prOF T lon ; he refls bis »^«w» reds, 
one, two, and the third in your bofome : the very Butcher of a 

dike 
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dike button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very firft 
houfe, of thefirft and fecond caufe, ah-the immortall Paflado, tho 
punto reverfo, the Hay. 

’Ben. The what? 

Mer. ThePoxeof liich antique lifping affecting phantafies, 
thefe new tuners of accents : by Jelu a very good blade , a very 
tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand- fire, that wee foould be thus afflicted with thefe 
foange flies, thefe fafoion- mongers, thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand (b much on the new forme, that they cannot fit at eafe on 
the old bench ? O their bones,their bones ! 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. W ithout his Roe, like a dri’d Herring : O flefo, flefo, 
how art thou fifoified ? Now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in. Laura to his Lady was a Kitchin wench , marrie foe 
had a better love to berime her; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie, Helen and Hero hildings and harlots , Thirty a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe.Seignior RomeoBon jour, there’s 
a French falutationtoyour French flop : you gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 
you? 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mercutio, my bufineffe was great, and 
in fuch a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That’s as much as to lay, liich a cafe as yours conftraines 
a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom Meaningtocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hitit. 

Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Mer , N ay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer, Right. 

“Rom. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mercu. Sure wit , follow mee this jeft now till thou haft 
worneoutthypumpe, that when the fingle foie of it is worne, 

E the 
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the jeft may remaine after the wearing foly fingular.' \ 

O Angle lord jeft, foly fingular for the finglenefle, 

Mer, ^ome between us good Benvolio , my wits feint. 

Rom. SwitsandfpurSjfivitsandJfpursjOr llecryamatch. 

Mer. Nay* ifour wits run the wiid-goofe chafe, I am done- 
for thou haft more of the wilde goofein.oneof thy wits, than 
I am lure I have in my whole five. Was I with you there for 
thegoofe? J 

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thing,when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

Mer. I will bite thee by. the eare for that jeft, 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer. Thy with a very bitter fweeting, it is a moft (harpfatjce. 

Rom. And is it not well ferv’d in to a fweet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Cheverell , that ftretches from an 
inch narrow to an ell-broad. *. 

ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 

goofe* proves theefarre and widea broad goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groaning for love? 
now art thou fociable , now art thou Romes now art thou what 
thou art by areas well as by nature: for this driveling love is 
likea great Natural!, that runs lolling up and downetohidc 
hisbableinahole. 

B eK. Stop,there, flop there* 

Mer.Thou defireft meto ftop in my tale againft thehaire. 

Be». Thou wouldft elfe have made thy talc large. 

Mer. O thou art deceived. I would have made it fiiort, for I 
wascometothe whole depth of my tale, and meantindeedto 
occupy the argument no longer. 

Rom. Here’s goodly geare-. Enter Nurfe and her matu 

A faile,a faile. 

Mer. Two, two, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

N urfe. Peter . 

* Peter . Anon. 

Nttrf. My fan Peter. 

Mer.GoodPeter to hide her face, for her fens the fairer fece, 

A'tsrje, God ye good morrow gentlemen. 

Mer, 
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Mer.G odye goodden faire Gentlewoman, 

Nurfe. Is it goodden ? 

Mer. ’Tisno lefleltell you, for the bawdy handofthe dyali 
is now upon the pricke of noone. 

1 Nurfe. Out upon you,what a man are you ? 

Ro .One Gentlewoman that God hath made.himfelfeto mar. 
Nurfe. By rfly troth it is well fa id , for himfelfc tomarre 
ijuoth a / Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may finde 
the young Romeo f 

can tell you : but young!2^2p»M will be older when you 
have found him ,than hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nurfe. You fey well. 

Afm Yea, istheworft well? very well tooke ifaith, wifely, 

Nurfe. Ifthou be he fir,I defire fome confidence with you* 
Ben. She will endite him to fome fopper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rom. What haft thou found ? 

Mer. No hare fir , unlefle a hare fir in a Lenten pie , that it 
fomething ftale and hoare ere it be lpcnt. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meat 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hoare is too much for a (core , when it hoares 
ereitbefpent. 

Romeo t will you come to your fathers ? wee’ll to dinner thither. 
Rom. 1 will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady ,Lady. 

, Fay you fir what feucic Merchant was this Sir ms 

fo full ofhisr<*£erie. 

A Gentleman Nurfe that loves tohearehimfclfetalk.and 
willlpeake more in a minute than he will ftand to in a monetb. 

Nur. And afpeakeany thing againft me, I’le take fiim down, 
and a were Iuftier than hee is,andtwenty fuch Tackes -andifl 
cannot, l’le finde thofe that foall : feurvie Knave, I am none 
of her Gil-flurts, I am none of his skaines mates : and thou muft 

E * ftand 
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ftand by too , and fuft'er every Knave toufemee at his plea- 
lure. 

Tet. I law no man ufe yon at his pleafure , if I had, my wea- 
pon fhould quickly have beeneout : I warrant you I dare draw 
as loone as another man, iflfee occafion, in a good quarrel 1, and 
the law on my fide. 

Nurfe. Now afore Cod I am Ibvext, that every part about 
mee quivers : Icnrvie.Knave : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
yon, my young Lady bid me enquire you out : what fihebid mee 
fay, I will keepeto myfelfe : but firft let me tell ye.ifyee fhould 
leade her in a Fooles Paradife, asthey fay, k were a very groffe 
kinde of behaviour, asihey fay rfor the Gentlewoman is young, 
and therefore i t you fhould deale double with her, trnely it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, andvery weake 
dealing. . 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, Lproteft 
unto thee. 

Nurfe . Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much :Lord, 
Lord, fhe will be a joyftill woman. 

Romeo. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thou doeft notmarke 
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Nur. I will tell her fir that you doe proteft > which as I take 
it, is a Gentlemanlike offer. 

Romeo Bid her devife fome meanes to come to fhrift thisaf- 
ternoone. 

And there (he fhall at Frier Laurence Cell 
Be (hrived and married : here is for thy.paines. 

Nurfe. No truly fir not a pennie- 
Rom-G oe too , I lay you fhall. 

Nurfe. This afternoone fir, well, fhe fhall be there. 

Rom. And ftay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall: 

•Within this houre my man fhall be with thee, 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling ftaire, 

W hich to the high top-gallant of my joy, 

Muff be my convoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell, be trufty, and He quite thy paines. 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 

Nurfe. 
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Narfe.mv God in Heaven blefle’ thee :harke you fir. 

you nrte here 6y , two m>y 

rTansas true as fteele. ^ 

Nurfe. W ell fir , myMiftreffeis the 
Lord, when ’twasa little prating- thing. O 
man in fowne , one Paru , that would fame ,ay Knifo aboog, 
but (he oood loule had as lieve fee a Toade, a very Toade as lee 
him’ • I anger her fometimes,and tellher 

r-r man - but He warrant you when I fay fo mee lookes as pa c 
a^rcloSthe vertall world. Doth not Rotary and 
meo begin both with a Letter? _ 

Rom. iNurfe, what of that? Bpthwith anR. 

Nur. A mocker, that’s the doggei sname J 
Vnow it beeinnes with fome other letter > and fhe hat P 
SenSu S ofit.of yon and Rotary, that « would doe 

you good to heareit. 

Rem. Commend me to thy Lody. 

Nurfe. I athoufand times. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nurf Before and apace. 

Enter Juliet. r 

The clock ftrook nine when 1 did fend theNuo , 

Inhalfe an houte fhe promis’d to returne s 
Perchance (he cannot meet him ; that snot lo: 

Oh the is lame, loves Heralds fhould l be thought , 

Which ten times fafter glides than the funs beames, 

Driving backe fhadowes over Iowringhills: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion'd Doves draw love, 

And therefore bach the winde-fwift Cupid wings. 

Now is the lunne upon the highmoft hill 
Of this dayes journey , and from nine till twe v e 
Is three long houres,yet fhe is not come • 

Had fhe afteaions and warme youthfull blood, 

She would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 
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My words would bandy her to my foeet Lme * 

nr* jr, Enter Nurfe. 

O G°d foe comes : O honey Nurfe what newes? 

A^assass"«-‘<’ 

ftssssss 

Murje, I am weary, give me leave a while, 
y j^ my ^,°, n a H c> wb at 3 jaunt have I had J 

is longer than the tale thoa do’ft excule * 

Is thy newes good |or bad ? anfwere to that, 

letmefe^lv? ?i y che circul «ftance, 

L r f3tlsfi d ’ lli 8 ood or bad ? 

fin F te ***'• r»>tew«* 

0016 a man • no not he > though his face be her 

SaSndbS yC h S J|*P e f ds 311 me ” s > and «* a hand 
areDa^nl db ^ th °°^ th L e y benOC to be talk on, yet they 

ran/him as Seas a T?°K the ofcurtefie ’but lie war* 

What ? haveyon dihVfac home!* “ ^ waiesr wench/erve God 

W w r N °V n ° J r Ut a,J tbls dld I know before, 

Whatfayes he of our marriage ? whatofthat ? 

Nur.Lctd how my head akes,what a head have I-> 

I beats as it would fall in twenty pieces ^ 1 * 

My backe a tother fide, ah my backe, my backe, 

Belhrew your heart for fending me about 
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to catch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

Jul. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet, Iwect, fweetNurfe, tell me what faies my Love ? 

2 S[ur* Youc love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant avertuous : where is your mother . 

Jul. Where is my mother ? why foe is within » where foould 

foe be? 

How odly thou replied. 

Your Love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nurfe. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you lb hot ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the ponltis for my aking bones • 

Hencc-forward doe your meffages your felfe. 

JhI Here’s fuch a coile,come,what laics 'Romeo • 

Afar Have you got leave to goe to forift to day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftay es a husband to make you-a wife : 

Now comes the wanton-blood up in your cheekcS, 

They’ll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which vour love 
Muft climbe abirds neft foone when it is darke. 

I am the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you foall beare the burden lbone at night. . 

Goe, lie to dinner, hie you to the Cell, 

7 hI. Hieto high fbrtune,honeft Nurfe farewell. 

J Exeunt, 

Enter Trier and Romeo. 

- Fri. Sofmilethe heavens upon this holy Ait, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

'Rom. Amen, Amen : but come, what forrow can. 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
That one foort minute gives me in her fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words, , 







- "'"r •'“'"cmat/fc i rageay 

Then love-devouring death doe what he dare 
It is enough I maybut call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends, 

And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder. 

Which as they ki fie conlume. Thefweeteft honey 
Is lothfomnefle in his owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately , long love doth Id, • 

I oo lwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

*■ , Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady,Oh fo light a foot 
Will never weare out the everlaftinc flint : 

A hover may beftride the Goffamours, 

That idles in the wanton fummer Ayre‘, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 

M Good even to my ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri Romeo Ihall thank thee daughter for us both. 

Rom Ih 7 r° dfe J ? hiS thanks t0 ° much. 

Rom. Ah Juliet, if the meafure ofthyioy 

jc eapt hke mine, and that thy skill be more 

robJazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 

Unfn w !? hb0l]r ay ^L nd lec rich M ”fckes tongue, 

Unfold theimagmd happmefle that both 

receive in either by this deare encounter. 

p/Z:^t nC rua° K rich in macter than m words. 

Brags of his fubftance, not of ornament ; 

They are but beggars that can count their worth. 

But my true love is grovvne to fudh excefle, 

I cannot fumme up fomeofhalfe my wealth. 

**£ Come, come with me, and we will makelhortworl 
For by vour leaves you (hall not flay alone, 

I I h0] y Church incorporate two in one. 

Mercutio, Benvolio, and men. 

T , S j‘ e S°°d Mercutio let’s retire, 

l he day is hot, the abroad. 
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ef Romeo and Julies 

jH'/r.Thou art like one of thefe fellowes , that when bee en- 
ters the confines of a Taverne, claps mee his fword upon the 
Table, and (ayes , God fend me no need of thee : and by the o- 
peratiori of the fecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need- 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode as 
any in Italy , and as foone moved to bee moodie, and as foone 
moodie to be moved . 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, wee fhould have none 
fhortly , for one would kill the other. Thou / why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haire more , or a haire Jefle in 
his beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man fear 
cracking Nuts , having no other realon, but becaufe thou haft 
halell eyes : what eye but luch an eye would fpie out fuch a 
quarrell ? thy head is as full ofquarrels as an egge is full of meat, 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling : thou haft quarrelled with a man for coifing in the ftreet, 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dogge that hath laine alleep in the 
Sun. Didft thou not fallout withatailor, for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another, for tying his new fhooes 
with old ribband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling. 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarrell as thou art, any man Ihould 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee-fimple, O fimple ! . ' 

Enter Tibalt , Petruchio, and others . 

Ben. By my head here come the £ amulets. 

Mer. By my heele I care not. 

Tib. Follow me clofe , for I will Ipeake to them. 

Gentlemen Good-den, a word with oneof you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it with fbme- 
thing, make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You fhallfinde me apt enough to that fir, and you fhall 
givemeoccafion. 

Mer cut io. Could you 'not take fome occafion without gi- 
ving/ . 

F Tib. 
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Tih. Mercutio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

MerCmfat / what doeft thou makeusMinftrels ? and thou 
make Minftrels ofus^looke to heare nothing but dilcords; here's 

conibrt^ d e * ftlcke> herGS make y 0 u dance: zounds 

Be». Wetalkehere in the publike haunt of men. 

Either withdraw unco ibme private place, 

Orreafbn coldly of your grievances. 

Or elfe depa: t , here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Mens eyes were madeto looke, and let them gaze • 

I will not budge for no mans plealure I. o » 

Enter Romeo. 

Tt. We 11, peace be with you fir, here comes my man. 

Mer . But lie be hang’d fir if he weare your Livery : 

Marry goe before to field, hee’U be your follower, * 

Yoiir wonliip jn that fenfe may call him man. 

Tib. Romeo, the love I beare thee can affoord 
No better tearme than this : thou art a Villaine. 

Rorn. Tibalt ,t\\e reafon that I have to love thee. 

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage . 

To fuch a greeting : Villaine I am none. 

Therefore farewell , I lee thou know’ft me not. 

t\T*u ®°y ,r ^‘ s n °c excule the injuries 
That thou hart done me, therefore tnrne and draw- 
Rom. i doe protelt I never injur’d thee. 

But Jove thee better than thou canft devife. 

Till thou (halt know the realon of my love ; 

And lo good Capulet, which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne, be fitisfied. 

Mer. O calme dilbonourable , vile fubmiffion, 
tsftla fiucatho carries it away : 

Ttba.lt, you rat-catcher , will you walke ? 

Tib. What wouldrt thou have with me ? 
i_ Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 

ufe mee h h * t0 u make boId Wichal] > and as you (hall 

ufe mee hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight- Will you 

plucke your fword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? make hafle, 

left 






1 «/ Romeo and Juliet 

left mine be about your eare* e're it be ok. 

Tib. I am for you. 

*Rom. G entle Mercutio put thy Rapier up* 

Mer. Come fir, your Paffado. 

•Ro . Draw B envoi to , beat downe their weapons s 
Gentlemen for fhame forbeare this outrage. 

Tib alt, Mercutio, the Prince expreflely hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona's ftreets: 

Hold Tibalt ,g00d Mercutio. 

Awaj Tibalt, 

Mer. I am hurt: 

A plague a both houfes , I am fpedj 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer . I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marrv 'tis enough : 

Where is my Page? goe villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not fo deepe as a Wei I, nor lb wide as a Church 
doore,but 'tisenough ,’twillferve, aske for mee to morrow and 
you (ball finde mee a grave man- J ampeppered I warrant for 
this world, a plague a both your houfes •• 'zounds a dogge,a rat- a 
moufe,acattolcratcb aman to death; a braggart, a rogue, a vil- 
laine, that fights by the booke of Arithmeticke : why thedtv’13 
came youbetweeneus ? I was hurt under your arme, 

Rom. I thought all for the heft. 

Mer- Helpe me into fome houfe Benvolio, 

Or I (ball faint : a plague a both your houfes. 

They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have it, and foundly to your houfes 

Exit. 

‘jew. This Gentleman , the Princes neere ally, 

My very friend , hath got his mortal! hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftain’d 
W ith Tibalts (launder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hath beene my coufin. O facet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foftned valours fteele. 

1 r F s Enter 











Benvolio. 

^meo^omeo , brave Mercmh's dead. 

That gallant {pint hath afpir’d the clouds. 

Which too untimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Tk- k W ’l S dayes blacke fate on moredaies doth depend. 

This but begins the woe others muff- end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tibalt back again. 

Rom. He gone in triumph, and Mercutio flame. 

Away to heaven relpeaive lenity, . 

And fire and fury be my condudi now. 
ow Tibalt take the villaine backe againe 
at late thou gav ftme,for Mercutio s fonlc 
Is but a little way above our heads* 

Staying for thine to keepe him company : 
hither thou or I, or both, muft goe with him. 

Shi' Jh b0y ' th “ " COnfort bim ^ 

Rom. This fhall determine that. 

Thej fight. T halt falls* 

Ben. Romeo, away , be gone, 

The Citizens are up , and Tibalt flaine : 

Stand notamaz d,the Prince will doom thee death, 
lx tnou art taken-; hence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O I am fortunes fbole. 

Ben. Why doft thou Hay ? 

Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens. 

pt. W hich way ran he that kil’d Mercutio t 
Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter T>rincc,old Mountague, Capulet, 
their reives and, all. 

Prim Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

2?f». O noble Prince, I can dilcover all 
The unluckie mannage of this fatall brail. 



of Romeo md Juliet. 

There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman brave Merctttio. 

(fap.Wi. Tibalt my coufin,0 my brothers childe, 

O Prince, O coufin,husband, O theblood isfpild, 

Of my deare kinfman :Prince,asthou art true, 

For blood of ours fhed blood of Mountague. 

0 coufin, coufin. 

Brin. Benvolio , who began this bloody fray? 

Ben. Tibalt here (lain, whom Romeo’s hand did flay, 
Romeo that Ipokehim faire,bad him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d withal! 

Your high dilpleafure : all this uttered 
W ith gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed. 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercutio' s bread : 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a martiall (corne with one hand beats 

Cold death afide, and with the other fend S 

It backe to T*^/t,whofe dexterity 

Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud, - 

Hold friends, friends part ; and Iwifter than his tongue 

His agillarme beats downe their fatall points, 

And ’twixt them rallies : underneath whofe arme. 

An envious thruft from Tibalt hit the life 
Of flout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled ; 

Bur by and by comes backe toRomeo, 

Who had but- newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout Tibalt flaine, - 
And as he fell did Romeo turtle and flie. 

This is the truth ,or let Benvolio dye. 

(fiafWi. He is a kinfman to the Mount agues, 
Affe&ion makes him falle, he Ipeakes not true : 

Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

1 begge for juftice, which thou Prince muftgive, 
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The mo fl lamentable Tfagedj 
Borneo flew Tib ah, Romeo muft not live. 

Pnn. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio, 

Who now the priceof his deare blood doth owe ? 

Mon, Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutio'; friend. 
His fault concludes but what the law-fhould end. 

The life of Tib alt. 

Prin.Knd for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence. 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding 
But He amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you fliall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fliall purchafeout abnfes. 
Therefore ule none , let Romeo hence in hafle, 

Elfe when he is found, that houre is the laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit, 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards P heebies lodging, fiich a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in clowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine love-performing night, 
Thatrun-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, untalkt ofand unfeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights. 

By their owne beauties , or of love too blind. 

It beft agrees with night : come civil! night, 
Thouloberfuited matron all in blacke. 

And learne me how to lofe a winning match, 

Plai d for a paire offtainlefle maiden-heads : 

Hood my unman’d blood baiting in my cheekes. 
With thy blacke mantle : till ftrange love grow bold, 
Thinke true love a&ed Ample modefty : 

Cpmc night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 






of Romeo and Juliet l 

For thou wilt lye upon the wings ofnight. 

Whiter than fnow upon a Ravens backe : 

Come gentle night, come loving black-brow’d night, 

Give me my Romeo, and when he fliall dye. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres. 

And he will make the face ofheavenfofine. 

That all the world fliall be in love with night, 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh funne. 

0 I have bought the manfion of a love. 

But not poffeft it , and though I am fold. 

Not yet mjoy ’d ; fb redious is this day. 

As is the night before feme feftivall. 

To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 

And may not weare them. O here comes my Nurfe, 

Enter jfurfe with cords. 

And fhebrings nevVes, and every tongue chat fpeakes 
But Romeo’s name, fpeakes heavenly eloquence. 

Now Nurfe,what newes ? what haft thou there? 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nurfe. I, I, the cords. 

Jul. Ay me, what newes ? why doeft thou wring thy hands ? 
Nur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, 

W e are undone Lady, we are undone : 

Alack theday, hee’s gone,hee’s kill’d, hee’s dead, 

Jul. Can heaven be fo envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

W ho ever would have thought it Romeo ? 

Jul- What divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be roar’d in difmall hell : 

Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I fliall poyfbn more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 

1 am not I if there be fuch an I, 

Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwere I. 

If he be flaine fay I, or if not, No, 

Briefe founds determine of mywealeorwoe. 
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. _ faw the wound, I fawit with mine eyes, 

God five the marke, here on his manly brefi, 

A piteous coarie, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Paie 5 pale as allies, all bedeaw’d in blood. 

All in gore blood : I lwouned at the fight. 

3*1.0 breake my heart, poore bankrupt breake at on 
To prifon eyes, ne’re lookeon liberty. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou an dRomco prefl'e one heaviebeere. 

Nmfe. o Tib alt, 7'ibalt, the beft friend I had, 

O courteous T tbalt, honeft Gentleman, 

That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul. What ftorme is this thar blowes fo contrary > 

Is Romeo flaughtred ? and is Tib alt dead ? 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord : 

Then dreadfull trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who is Jiving ifthofe two are gone ? 

A Turje Tibalt is gone , and Romeo baniftied, 

Ityneo that kild him, heis banilhed 

Jul. O God did Romeos hand flied Tibalts blood > 
Nurje. It did , it did, alas the day it did. 

J*l. O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face .' 
lJid ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall. 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifli-ravening Iamb, 
Pefpi fed fubflance of divineft fhew, 

Jurt oppofite to what thou juflly feemeft, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villaine. 

G nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the ipirit of a fiend 
In mortall pa radife of iiich Iweet flefli ? 

Was ever booke containing fo vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fliould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous palace / 

^-•There's no truft.no faith, no honefty in men. 

All perjurd,all forfworne,all naught, all diflemblers : 

Ah, where s my man ? give me fome Aqua vita. 



ef Romeo and Julies 

Thefe grie{es,thefewoes,thefe forrowes make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo. 

Jul. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifti : he was not borne to fliame, . 

Upon his brow fliame is aftiam’d to fit : 

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univerfall earth. 

0 what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Njtr. Will youfpeakewell ofhimthat kill'd your coufin ? 
Jul. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ahpoore my Lord / what tongue (hall ftnooth thy name, 

W hen I thy three hourcs wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my coufin ? 

That villaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backe foolifh teares, backe to your native fpring. 

Your tributary drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that T ibalt would have flaine. 

And Tibalt' s dead that would have flaine my husband ; 

All this is comfort : wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tibalts death 
That murdred me : I would forget it faine. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners mindes r 
Tibalt is dead, and Romeo baniftied* 

That baniftied, that one word baniftied. 

Hath flaine ten thoufind Tibalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe enough ,ifit had ended there. 

Or if fbwre woe delights in followftiip. 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes. 

Why follow’d not, when fliefaid Tibalt' s dead. 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay or both. 

Which moderne lamentation might have mov’d ; 

But with a rereward following Tibalts death, 

Romeo is baniftied : to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother, T ibalt fR^meo, Juliet , 

All flaine, all dead, Romeo is baniftied. 
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There 1 $ no end, no limit , meafare, bound. 

In that words death), no words can that woe iound. 




W i 11 you goe to them ? I. will bring.you 
Ju/. W afh they his wounds with teares, mine (hall be lpenc s . 
W hen theirs are dry, for banifhment. 

T ake up thole cords ; poore ropes you are beguil’d. 

Both you and I, for Romeo is exil’d : . 

He made you for a high- way to my bed, 
v But I a maide dye maiden widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe, lie to my wedding bed, . 

And death, not 'Romeo , take my maidenhead. 

Nurfe. Hye.to your chamber, Ue finde Romeo „ 

To comfort yon, I, wot wellwherehe is, 

Harke you, your Romeo will be here at night : 

He to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell, 

Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come to take bis laft farewell. 

• '• • < Exit. 

Enter F tier and Romeo. 

Fri, Romeo come forth,come forth thou fearfull man, 
Affliction is enamor’d of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded to calamity. <. 

^.Father what newes ? what is thePrinces doome ? 

What lorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 

That yet I know not ? . . 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare lonne with fiieh fowre company • 

I bring thee tidings ofehe. Princes doome. 

2^,. What lefie than doomfday is thePrinces doome ? 

Fru A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips : 

Not bodies death, but bodies banilbment . 

Rom. Ha /banifhment ? be merciful!, (ay death, 

For exile hath more terrourin his looke. 

Much more than death ; doe not fay banifhment. 

Fri. Here from V from arc thou banifhed ; 
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Be patient, for the world is broad ’and wide* 

Rom. There is no world without Verona Walls, 

But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe. 

Hence banifhed is bani fht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
Is death mif tearm’d : calling death banifhed, 

Thou cut’ft my head oft' with a golden Axe, 

And finil’ft upon the flroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne ! O rude unthankfulnefle . 
Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath rufht afide the law. 

And turn’d thatblacke word death to banifhment i 
This is deare mercy , and thou feeft it not. 

2^e»f.’Tis torture, and not mercy : Heaven is here 
Where,?#^ lives, and every cat and dogge. 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in heaven, and may looke on her, 
Butfowwmaynot. More validity, 

More honourable ftate , more Courtfhip lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo : they may feize 
On the white wonder of deare Juliet s hand. 

And ftealeimmortallblefflng from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftall modefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their ownekifleg finne : 

This may flies doe, when I from this muft flye, 

And faift thou yet that exile is hot death ? 

Bu x. Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doe this, but I from this muft flye : 

They are free men , but I am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poifon mixt,no fharpe grownd knife. 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane. 
But Banifhed to kill me ? Banifhed / 

O Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell, 
Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflor, 

A finne Obfolver, and my Friend profeft, 

To mangle me with that word banifhed ? 




To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Un u ' T'Z-f k ai Y flied ? hang up Philofophy, 

UnJefie Philofophy can make a Juliet, t 7 
DifpJant a towne, reverie a Princes doome. 

It heJpes not, it prevaiJes not, talke no more. 

R 1 h m nS eC ^ C mad mcn have no cares. 

Then mightfl thou (peake, 

An 5 n «“§ hcft dlou tearethy haire, 

ri;n f? P ° n th r e g round a « I doe now, 
g t e meafure of an unmade grave. 

r • & -r Nurfe knockes. 

wim°f my ( f udy / b J' “dbyJGocis Will, 

What fimpienefle is this : I come, I come. 

knockes fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

my errand ; 

■Ty/. Welcome then. 

Nm 0 hoi y O tell me holy Frier, 

Where 
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Where's my Ladies Lord ? where's ‘Rgmeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O, he is even in my Miftreffe cale. 

Juft in her cafe : O wofull fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament / even lb lyes (lie, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall into lb deepe an O ? 

Rom. Nurfe- 

Nur. Ah fir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth (he not thinke me an old murtherer, 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy, 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and what layes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Oh, fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes. 
And now falls on her bed, ana then ftar ts up. 

And Tib alt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. Asifthat name fhotfrom the deadly levellofa gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman . Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may facke 
The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy delperatehand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanifh , thy wilde a<fts denote 
The unreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man, 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both, 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy difpofit ion better temper’d. 

Haft tnou flaine Ttbalt ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes. 

By doing damned hate upon thy felfe ? 

V* hy rail ft thou on thy birch, the heaven, and earth* 
Since birthjand heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lofe ? 
Fie,fie,thou ftiam ft thy ftiape,thy love, thy wit. 
Which like an Ufurer'aboundft in all. 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed. 

Which fhould bedecke thy fhape,thy Iove r thy w it* 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme of waxe. 

Digrefling from the valour of a man : 

Thy dearelove fworne, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow’d to cherilh s 
Thy wit, that ornament to fhape and love, 
Mifte-fhapen in the conduct of them both. 

Like powder in a skill-Iefle louldiers flaske. 

Is let on fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What ? rowfethee ’man , thy Juliet is alive, 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. . Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend. 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of bleflings light upon thy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee In her beft array, 

But like a misbehav’d and lullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love, 
i ake heed, take heed, for filch dye milerable. 

G oe get thee to thy love, as was decree’d, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, 

W here thou fhalt live till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage , reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of the Prince ,and call thee backe. 

With cvvcncy hundred thoufand times more joy 
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Than thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, * 

Which heavieforrow makes them apt unto, 

Romeo iscomming. 

Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all the night, 

To heare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

‘Rom, Doe fo, and bid my fweec prepare to chide. 

Nur. Here fir, aring fhe bids me give you fir, 

Hie you, make hafte , for it growes very late. 

Rom. How wellmy comfort is reviv’dby this. 

Fri. Goe hence,good night, and here ftands all your Rate, 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day dilguis’d from hence : 

Sojourne in Mantua , lie findeout your man, 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell , good night. 

Rom. But that a joy part joy calls out on me, 

It were a griefe (b briefe to part with thee. 

Farewell.. . 



Exeunt . 



Enter old Capulet, his wife, and Paris. 
Cap. Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
Looke you, (he lov’d her Kinfman Tib alt dearely, 

And fo did I : well , we were borne to dye . 

’ Tis very late, (hee’ll not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
1 would havebeene abed an houre agoe.- 

Taris, Thefe times of woe afford no times towooe : 
Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La - 1 will, and know her mind early to morro w* 

To night (he is mewed up to her heavinefle. 

Cap. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender 
Ofmy childes love j I thinke fhe wiUbe rul’d 
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In all reipe&s by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her herewith my fonneParu love. 

And bid her, marke you me, on wednefday next : 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Tar it. Monday, my Lord. 
fit. Monday, ha, ha,well wednefday is toofbone; 

A thuriday let it be, a thurfday tellher 
Shee fhallbe married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

W ee’ll keepe no great adoe, a friend or two : 

For harke you, Tib alt being flaine fb late. 

It maybe thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinlman, if we revell much : 

Therefore wee’ll have fome halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end : But what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurfday were tomorrow* 

Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then ; 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me : it is fo very late , that we may call it early by and bv„ 
Goodnight. 1 

_ .. Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone Pit is not yet neareday % 

It was the Nightingale and not theLarke, 

That pearc't the fearefull hollow of thine eare ; 

Nightly fbe fings on yond Pomegranate tree : 

Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

Tpp*. It was the Larke, the herald of the morne. 

No Nightingale : looke love what envious ftreakes 
Doe lace the fevering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and jocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the mifty mountaines tops : 

I mud be gone and live,or flay and dye. 

Jul. Yond light is not day-light , I know it I : 

.It 
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St is fome Meteor that the fonne exhale* 

To be to thee this night a Torch-beater* 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua* 

Therefore flay yet,thou ncedeft not be gone* 

Rom. Let me be tablet mebe put to deaths 
I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 

He fay yon gray is not the mornings eye* 

'Tis but the pale reflexe of CiHthia'sorow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whole notes doe beat 
The vanity heaven fo high above our heads : 

I have more care to flay than will to goe. 

Come death and welcome , Juliet wills it fo. 

• How ift my fbule ? let's talke, it is not day . 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence.be gone away; 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Strayning harlh difcords, and unpleafing fharpss- 
Some fey the Larke makes fweet divifion ; 

This doth not fb , for fhe divideth us. 

Some fey the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes,, 

O now I would they had ’chang' d voices too. 

Since arme from arme rhat voice doth us affray. 

Hunting thee hence with Huntfop to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rom. More light and light,more darkc and darke 

our woes. 

Enter Madam and 2(urfe. 

Nurf. Madam. 

Jul. Nurfe. 

Nurf. Your Lady mother is comming to your chamber. 

The day is broke, be wary, lookeabout. 

* Jul. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Torn. Farewell, farewell, one kifle and lie defcend. 

Jul. Art t hou gone fo love, Lord, ay husband, friend ? 

1 muft heare from thee every day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many dayes. 

O by this count I fhall be much in yeeres. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

H Rom. 





















*, The moft lamentable 

Farewell. 

I will omit no opportunity , 

jul. O trnnkft thou we (hall ever meet aeaine ? 

For ^ r bt ? n( ? tj and a11 chefe woes fhall ferve 

For fweet dilcourles in our ti me to come. 

xk P Godj 1 ha ve anill divining foule* 

Me thinkes I lee thee now thou art To low 
As one dead in the bottome of a combe ; 

Either my eye-fight failes or.thou lookft pale 
Rom. And truft me love in my eye fo doe you, 

Dry forrow dnnkes gpr blood. Adieu, adieu! 

r J h *f‘° f c rC i U , ne ’f or£une,a11 “<?n call thee fickle;^ 

K thou art fickle what doft thou with him 

Thaus rcnown’dfQr, faith ? Be fickle fortune, 

_ ’ Enter Mother. . 

La. Ho daughter, are you up ? 

is l M Jn^ iil th r t , calls • lcis , m y LM y mother - - 

is the not down? fo late, or up fo early ? 

What unaccuftom’d caule procures her hither ?• 

La. Why how now Juliet ? 

Jul. Madam I am not well. 

w ^ Ev ?r re wee P in S fc? your coufins, death ? 

What ? wilt thou wafli him from hisgrave with teares ? 
And if tnou couldft , thou couldft not make him live ; 
i neretpre have done,lorae griefe fhewes 
But much of griefe (bewes flilllome want ofwir. 
jnl. Yet let me weepe for fuch a fee Jing Ioffe * 

you feele the ioile, but notch e friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Jul. Feeling lb the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe bur ever weepe the friend. 

a e T ;^ e11 Gir . le ’ chou-weepH not fo much for. his death: 
As that the villaine lives which llaughtered him. 




Jul. What villaine Madam ? 

La. That fame villaine . 

Jul. Villaine and he be many miles afunder a 
1 'God pardon himjdoe with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart- 

Ztf.Thatisbecaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my bands s 
Would none but I might venge my coufins death. 

A*, wc wiUhave vengeance fof it, feare thou not* 

Then weep no more. He fend to o'ne in Mantua, 

Where that famebanilht runnagate doth live, 

Shal 1 givehim fuch an unaccuftom’d dram. 

That he (hall (bone keepe Tibalt company. 

And then I hopetbou wiltbefatisfi’d. 

Jul. Indeed I never (ball be fatisfi d 
With Romeo till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinlman vext- 
Madam, if you could finde out but a man 

Tobeareapoy(bn,Iwould temperit. 

That Romeo (hould upon receit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To heare him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes v and Jle finde luch a man* 

But now lie tell thee joyfull tidings Girle. _ 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needy time •• • 

What are they I befeech your Ladilbip ? 

Mo. Well, well thou haft a carefull father childe. 

One, who to put thee from thy heavinelfe, 

Hath forced out a fudden day of joy, 

That thou expels not , nor I lookc not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day isihat? 

Mo. Marry my childe early next thurfday morne, 

The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint •peters Church, 
ml &hallhappily 'make thee there a joyfull Bride, * 
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Ere he thac muft be husband comesto wooe • 

i3ff ■SL"* lor ^ Fato > »wi 

iXSZ72 ya l aad whe , n '*'■ i«*» 

p - a b L e whom you know I hate, 

™ than Paris. Thefeare ne„es indeed. 

KndLuT 1°™*?°'? fath er , tell him fo your felfe 
And fee how he will take it at at your hands 

How now, a Conduit Girle ? what ftiil in teares'a 
Ewnuoteihowring? In one little body '* 

Wictafap^n'XewdCtftr^^ 

ll£v?\»nn^ e me m , ch y° n > ta he me with you wife 
How / will Ac none ? dotfi ft e not Ae give Snk% 

Is Hie not proud ? doth Ae not count her bJeft 

tta^xxr ,tteyo " haTO 

B C^Hlv U l e Th f0rhare that ’ s meanf in J ove. 

*«3S SfcsXnF c,<? wl,ac ,s this? 

t hanke me no thanking, , nor proud me nopronds, 






of Romeo tnd Juliet 

But fettle your fine joints ’gainft Thurfday next. 

To goe with Tar is to Saint Peters Church, 

Or I will dragee thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage, 

You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

ful. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience but to fpeake a word. 

Pa- Hangthee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or never after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anlwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this oriely childe, 

Bu: now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curfe in having her : 

Out on her hilding. 

Nur. God in heaven blefle her, 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her foj 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome ? hold your tongue : 
Good Prudence fmattcr with your goffips,goe. 

Nurfe. I fpeake no treafon. 

Fa. O Godigeden. 

Nurfe. May not one fpeake ? 

. Fa. Peace yon mumbling foole. 

Utter your gravicie o’re a Goffips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 

Wife. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in company , ftiil my care hath bin 
To have her mate ht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offairedemeanes, youthfull and nobly alli’d, 

Stuft (as they fay) with honourable parts. 
Proportion’d as onesthought would wifh a man J 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 
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'"WMmcntavieTtaaetta 

Tn^ n'r ing ?? ammet * n her fortunes tender. 

To anfwer, lie not wed , Icannot love, * 

Butandyouwillnotwed lie pardon you, 

?_ ra ?! r^ re H wi,,J y° u 01311 not foufe with me • 

looke too t, tlunke on'c, I doe not ufe to feft J 

Tburfday is neere , lay hand on heart, advife. 

And you be mine, lie give you to my friend : 

And y° u bcnot,hang beg.ftarve^dyein the facets 

For bymyfonle He ne're acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine foall ever doe thee eood 

bethink . e y° u > lie not be fLfworne. M 

ThS? • herc J ltt y fittin g fo the cloudes, E 

cs into the bottome of my griefe * 

o fweet my mother caft me not away, ' 

JL>ejay this marriage for amonetka weeke • 

SVhS d °x e f n0t3 make the Brldall bed k ’ 
Inthatdimnonument where 7 *fc*W 

y caving earth ? comfort me, counfell nit 

Some co^fortNurfef diou not a word of jojr? 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be by Health : * 

T r ^A e ca ^ Hands as now it doth, 

A a 



Romeo And Juliet . 

M Par is hath :beforew my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match*. 

Fot it excels your hrfr; or if it did not. 

Your firft is dead,or*twere asgood he were, 

As living hereand you no ufe ot him. 

Jul. Amen. 

Wellj thou haft comforted me marvellous much . 

Goe in and tell my Lady Iam gone, 

Having difpkas’d my father , to Laurence Cz > 

Tomakeconfeffionjandtobeabfolyd. Exit. 

Nttr. Marrie I will* and this is wifely done. 

Jut. Ancient damnation, O moft yvicked hen , i0i: 

Is it more finne t^wifa me-thus forlworne. 

Or to difcraife my Lord wirh that fametongue, 

Whichfaehath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thouland times? Goe Counfeller, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth ftiallbe tw^ine .. ., r ,i r A ,, . 

lie to the Frier to know- his remedy, E -- t 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have powertodye.. 

Enter Frier and C°u»t] vans* 

Fri.On Thurfday fir 1 the timeis very foort. 

Ta. My father Cafulet will have it lo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke bis balte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind , 

Uneven is this courfe ,1 like it not. , 

Pa. Immoderately {heweepesforTi^/w death, 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of teares . 

Now fir her father counts it dangerous 
That foe doth give her forrow fomuch way, 

And in his wifdome haftes out marriage, 

To flop the inundation of her teares, 

\V hich too much minded by herfolfe alone, , 

May.be put from herb.y fociety. 
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me mojt lamentable Ttafedi 
Now doe yon know the reafbn of this * 

Fri. That’s a certaine text. * 

thl ' s Father ? 

^/.Thecearesfav/gMfa^ < 

^’’™ bad 

>v 

Arc vo„ « , eifa _ h0|y °' Vne - 

msSS-ssks..™, 

£¥*QRgS$ 

A/.oS S pasture, paft helpe, 

1 tare thou murt, a „d Wl IS I 

OnThurfdaynext 

/#/. 
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o/Romeo Juliet. 

. >/• Tell me not frier that thou hear’ft ofthis, 

Unlefle thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

, If in thy wildom e thou canft give no helpe, 

Doe thou but call my refolution wife. 

And with this knife He helpe it prefently. 

God join’d my heart and Jlomeo’ /nhon our hands. 

And ere this hand by thee to "Romeo’ t feal’d. 

Shall be the Labell to another deed. 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turne to another, this (hall flay them both. 

Therefore out of thy long experience time. 

Give me lbme prefent counfell, or behold 

’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 

Shall play the Umpire, arbitrating that 

W hich the commiffion of thy y eares and art a 

Could to no iflue of true honour bring : 

Be not lo long to Ipeake, I long to dye. 

If what thou fpeak’ft fpeake not ofremedy. 

Fri. Hold daughter/, I doe fpy a kinde ofhopie, 

Which craves as deiperatean execution. 

As that is delperate which we would prevent. 

If rather than to marry Countie I 1 arts 
Thou haft the ftrength £of will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fliame, 

That coop’ft with death himfelfetolcapefromit; 

And ifthou dareftjle give thee remedy. 

Jul. Oh bid me Ieape, rather than marry War is. 

From offthe battlements of any Tower : 
Orwalkeintheeviftiwayes, orbidmelurke - 
Where ferpents arc rchaine me with coring beares, 

Or hide me nightly in a charnell houfe. 

Ore covered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 

W ith reekie Ihankes, and yellow chaplefle skuls : 

Or bid me goe into a new made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his fhroud; 

Things that to heare them told have made me tremble, 

I And 
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, ,, t The mofi lament ah te Tragedy 
And I will doe it without feareor doubt, 
^Ixveanunftain’d vvifeto my fwetet Love. 

Frt. Hold then, goe home.be maty, give confent 
• Z° marry Parts; wednefday is to trmovv, 

T °JSST i 0oke that rhou J ye alone, 

£ by S Urfe f L e with thee in th y chamber ; 

1 J S°” 'hi* mllbeing then in bed. 

And this diiiiUing liquor drinke thouoff, 

A h oW F !f? cJy r br u as ' h aJI (hall runtne 

A cold and drovyfie humour? for no pulfe 

Shall keep h« native mrogreffe, butfureeafe; 

No warmth, no breath fhafltiftifife’thon liv’d 

rherofesin thy lips and cheekesM fade 

J o paly allies, thy eyes winrdowesfall. 

Like death when he (huts Bp the day ofiffe * 

Sha C n £5 dep I I n d , of ^°ppte government, 
a j dl ^ e 3 l d ^ arke ant ^ coJ d appeare like death • 

Tholil I 1 rr0,V ' d Iitoeffe 

Tho 0 conunMtwoandfbtPyhoutes, 

in thy bell robes, uncover’d on the Beere, 

Be borne to burial! in thy kindreds'gra ve ■ 

fl,a « b L bornc xo that lime ancient vanlt 
Where all the kindred ofthe C. F Syl " 

In the meane time againft thou fltalc twite,- 

And h^T^i^ y Lettm kno ' VGur *ift. 

And h lthe r fl hall he-come :and he and I 

J h * ltch thy xyaJcang ; and chat very night 

Shall ^.beare thee hence to^Ltna 

And this Ihallfree theeftomtfes prefent ftame. 

Abate j ° y nGrwoma nilb feare ’ k 

Abate thy valour in thea&ingit. . 

Frt HotZf /C ™’ 0 1 me ** dffeare. 

> get you gone.be ftrong and prosperous • 
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ef Romeo and Juliet 

In this relolve : He fend a Frier with (peed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jul. Love give me ftrength, and ftrength (hall helpe afford. 
Farewell deare father. Exeunt, 

Enter Father Capulet , Mother, Nurfe,*«d Ser- 
vingmen, two or three. 

Cap. So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

Sirrah- goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You (hall have none ill fir , for lie try if they can licke 
their fingers. 

C a p- How canft thou try them fo ? 

_ Ser. Marrie fir it is an ill Cooke that cannot licke hisowne 
fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes notwitff 
me. 

C a f‘ Goe be gone, we fhall be much unfornifht for this time : 
what ? is my daughter gone to. Frier Laurence ? 

Nnr. I forlboth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to doe fomegood on her, 
Apeevifh felfe-will’d harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

JVnr. See where flue comes from fhrife with merrie looke. 
CapMow now my head-ftrong , where have youbeene gad" 

, W here I have learnt to repent the finne 

Ofdilobedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts , and am injoin’d 
By hol y Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

To begge your pardon : pardon I befeech you. 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him.ofthis, 
lie have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

Jttl. I met the youtbfull Lord at Laurence Cell, 

And gave him what becommed love I might. 

Not ftepping ore the bounds of modefty. 

Cap. Why l am glad ont, this is well, ftand up. 

This is as ’t fhould oe, let me fee the County : 

I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither. 
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± . Themoft lamentable Travel 

Now afore G°d this h °J y reverend Frier 
AJJ our whole City is much bound to him. 

Toh^n? Ur v m r y u ag0 ? mth mcinto my clofet. 

To helpe me fort fuch needfoll ornaments 

As you rhinke fit to furni (h me to morrow ? 

JWcS?T nI,Chur u d u y 5 there « time enough. 

FW.Go Nurfe,goe with her, wee’ll to Church to morrow. 

M*. We fhall be fhort in our privifion, 

1 is now neare night. 

A/f.Tufli, I will ftirre about. 

And all things fhall be well,! warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to Juliet .helpe to decke up her s 
J le not to bed to night , let me alone/ 

' S P Ja y. the ^ bufwife for this once. What ho ? 

f fC aI1 i orthj weIJJwiiIwalkemyfeir C . 

To County Parts, to prepare up him 7 

W r h C0 r rn0rr0VV3 ‘ my J heart “wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward girle is lb reclaim’d. 5 

? / T h r Enter Juiiet aKdNurfc £XtKm ’ * 

jul- 1, thole attires arebeft : but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night. 

For I have need of many Orifons, 

Tomove the heavens to 1 mile upon myftate, 

Which well thou knovy’fi is croffe in J , Tull offinne. 

AA \*7L , E ”t* r Mother.. 

tiNouT y0uJ > ufieho ?need you my help ? , 

As we f Ve ^ aV fl CuIJ d ^ch ncce iferies 

As are behoovefull for onr flare to morrow : 

Sprfeafeyop let menow be left aione, 

^™feNuEfec^njght fitupwithyon, 

.In I w:fowrtS r . 1 “ ndsf " ,UI '’ . 

Mo, Goodnight, 

Get thee to |>ed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exenttt. 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

Jul. Farewell, God knowes when we (hall meet againe. 

I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoft freezes up the heat of life : 
lie call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe : what fhould fiie doe heare • 

My difmall Scene I needs muft a£l alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all ? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this fhall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What ifit be a poylon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to have me dead, 

Left in this marriage he fhould be dishonour'd, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

Ifeareitis;and yet me thinks it fhould not, , 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when lam laid into the tombe, • 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vault, 

To whofefoulc mouth no healthfome airebreaths in, . 

And there dye ftrangled ere my. Romeo comes ? 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vault , an ancient receptacle. 

Where fortbelemany hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my. buried ancefters are packt ; 

W here bloody Tib alt, yet but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd ; where, as they fay, . 

At fome houres in the night Ipirits refort : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 

So early waking, what with .loathlbmefmells. 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, , 

That living mortalls hearing them runne mad : 

Or if I wake, fhall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with allthefe hideous feares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints . ? 

I 5 And 
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"'AT' r air raj 

And pluckethe mangled Tihalt from his <Wd. 

As with a rJ r KT h l0me g j eat kinfman s bone, 

OImW mS?'^ t°? m y def P er «ebraines. 
c , . e,met b Jn kes I fee my confins ehoft 
Seeking out Rtgneo that did fpic his body - 
Upon a Rapiers point : % Tib alt ft 2y f 
A °meo,%oTheo,Romeoy here’s drink, Idrink to thee. 

T a h„u T f */ the hoM f e and Wxrfi. 

JV» t(, ,take [beiekeyes, and fetch morefpices Nurfe 

r * ca ^ or Daces an d Quinces in the Paflry. 

^ „ .. Enter eld Capulet. 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane, goe, 

p et 7? u b 0 ^ e< d>f3ich you’ll be ficke tomorrow 
For this nights watching. W 

a u^-‘ , N< ^ not a w bit,what ? I have watcht ere now 
Mi night for lefle caufe, and nere been ficke? 

nJfJS 0 becn r mou k'bunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from liich watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

t */-_A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 

B *«•,/,,„ or four, withfpits. mil,,,, 

r ' T. 1, l n ®I^. r the Coo,£ e but I know not what. 

Manreand well faid, a merry horfbn, ha 
Thou flialt be Loggerhead- Good faith ’tis day. 

*rr FAiy Aduficke. 

Vnr£ t m r% u* be here mth Moficke ftraight, 

Foi fo he laid he would : I hearehim neare 8 

K urfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I fay. 

Goe waken goe and trmtenp, m 



ef Romeo and Juliet, 
lie goe and chat with Paris , hie, make hafle ; 

Make haflc, the Bridegroome heeis come already, make hade 
I fay. 

Nur. Miftris, wh3t Miftris,jW/fr : fad I warrant her Hie : 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie youlluggabed ; 

W by Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 

What - ? not a word?you take your penniworth now, 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath fet up his reft. 

That you fhallreft but little : God fbtgive me. 

Marry and Amen , how found is flie afleepe : 

I mutt needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’ll fright you-up yfaith : willit not be ? 

What dreftand in your clothes ,and downeagain ? . 

I muft needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas,helpe, helpe, my La die’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

Ada. What noife ishere ? 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Ado. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 heavieday ! 

Ado. Ome, O me, my childe, my onely life ! 1 
Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For fhame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come, 

Nur. Shee s dead, deccas t, fhee’s dead, alacke the day. 

M°. Alacke tbeday , Ibee’s dead, fbee’s dead, (hee's dead. •’ 
Fa. Hah, let me fee her : out alas lliee’s cold. 

Her blood is fetled, and her joints are ftife : 

Life and thefe lips have long beene feparated, 

Death lyes on her like an untimely froft 
Upon the fweeteft flower of all the field, 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Ado.O wofulltine! 

Fd. 



The moft lamentable Tragedy 

Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me waita 
Tyes up my tongue, and will not let mefpeake. 

Enter Frier and the County .veith Mujicians. 

FrL Come, is the Bride ready to goe to Church' ? 

F a. Ready to goe, but never to returne, 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death Iaine with thy wife, there foe lyes. 

Flower as foe was, deflowred by him. 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire. 

My daughter he hath wedded, I will dye 
And leave him all, life, living , all is deaths* 

Fa, Hzve I thought long to fee this mornings face. 

And doth itgive me fucha fight as this ? 

M *' Accurft, unhappy ,wretched,hatefull day, 

Molt miferable houre that ere time law 
In lading labour ofhis Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe. 

But one thing to rejoice and folace in, 

A nd cruel 1 de ath hath catcht it from my light. 

Nur. O woe, O wofull,wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day. 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

0day,0 day,0 day, Ohatefiill day. 

Never was feene fo blacke a day as this. 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

P ar. Begui I’d, divorced, wronged, Ipightgd, flame, 

Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruell,cruell thee quite overthrowne, 

O love , O life, not life, but love in death. 

T^.Delpis’djdiftrefled, hated, martyr’d,kil’d : 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now, 
Tomurther,murther our lolemnity ? 

O child, O child, my foule, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes are buried. 

Fri Peace ho for fhame,confulions, care lives not 
In thefe confulions .-heaven and yourfelfe 
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Had 



of Romeo and Juliet; 

Had part in this faire Maide ; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maide. 

Your part in her you could not keepe from death. 
But heaven keepes his part in eternall life s 
The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For 'twas your heaven foe foould be advance. 

And weepe ye now feeing foe is advanc’t 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

O in this love you love your childe lo ill. 

That you run mad , feeing that foe is well. 

Shee s not well married that lives married long, 
But foee’s beft married that dyes married young. 
Dry up your teares, and fticke your Rofemary 
On this fair® coarlc j and as the cuftome is. 

And in her beft array,beare her to Church ; 

For though fomc nature bids us all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Rcafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftivall, 
Turnefrom their office to blacke funerall : 

Our inftruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad funerall feaft. 

Our folemne hymnes to fallen dyrges change, 
Our bridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe, 

And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in ; and Madam goe with himi 



Exeunt. Manent Ainfici. 

'Jlfttfi . Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeft good fellowes,ah put up, put up. 

For well you know this is a pitifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt cranes. 
EnterV eter. 

?#.Mufitian$,oh Mufitians, hearts eafe,hcarts cafe, 

K 



.nna goe nr ' 1 'aru , every one prepare 
To follow this faire coarfe unto her grave.’ 
The heavens doe lowre upon you for feme ilk 
Move them no more by eroding their high w: 















The oft lamentable Tragedy 
O, and you will have me live, play hearts eafe. 

Fid. Why hearts eafe ? 

Tet. O Mufitians, becaufe my heart it felfe playes.mv hea«f 
is full of woe. J 

O play mefome merry dump to comfort me. 

M >».Nbt a dump we, ’tis no time to play now. / 

p^f.You will not then? 

Min. No. 



Pet.l will then give it you fbundly.' 

Min. What will you give us ? 

*P et. No mony on my faith, but thegleeke. 

I will give you the Minftrell. 

Min. Thenvvill I give you the ferving creature.’ 

Pet. Then will I lay the ferving creatures dagger on your pate. 

1 will carry no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa you ; 

Doe you note me ? 

Min. And you Re us and Fa us, you note us. 

z.M. Pray you put up your dagger , and put out your Wit. 

Pet . Then have at you with my wit. 

2 will dry beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger * 

Anfwermelikemen. ° 9 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then muficke with 
her filver found. 



Why filver found ? why muficke with her filver found? what lay 
you Simon Catling ? 

Mtn. Marry fir, becaufe filver hath a fweet found. 

Pet. Pratee, what fay you HughRebicke ? 

■z.M. I lay filver found, becaule Mufitians found for filver. 
Pet Pratee too : what fay you James found poft ? 

3 'M. Faith I know not what to lay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer, 

I will lay for you : it is muficke with her filver found, 

Becaule Mufitians have no gold for founding : 

ThenMuficke VV ^ ^ er ^^ ver lorind vvith Ipeedy helpe doth lend 




Romeo and Juliet; 

'Mi* What a peflilent Knave is this ? _ 

M.z. Hang him jacke, come wee’ll in here, tarriefor the 
Mourners, and ftay dinner. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo. 

3^»*.If I may trufi the flattering truth of fleepe, 

My dreames prefage fome joyfull newes at hand, 

My bofomesLord fits lightly on his throne, 

And all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

lifts me above the ground with cheerfull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreams that give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d fuch life with kiffesinmy lips, 

.That 2 reviv’d and wasan Emperour. 

Ah me, how fweet is love it felfe poffeft, _ 

When but loves fhadowes are fo rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo’s man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona ? how now Balthaz,er ? 

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ■ that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill if fhebe well. 

Man. Then (he is well, and nothing can be ill. 

Her body fleeps in Capels monument. 

And her immortall part with Angels lives. 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to tellit you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Rom. Is it even fo ? then I deny you fiarres.' 

^ Thou know’ft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes , X will hence tonight. 

Man. I doebefeech you fir have patience. 

Your lookes are pale and wilde, and doe import 
Someraifadventure. 



Rom. Tu(h,thou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and doe the thing Ibid thee doe. 

K a Haft 
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a/ Romeo Juliet* 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons vvombe. 

Appo. Such mortall drugs I have ,but Mantua’s law 
Is death to any he that utters them- 

T(om . Art thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe, 
And fear’d to dye ? famine is in thy cheekes. 

Need and oppreffion ftatveth in thine eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hang upon thy back, 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law* 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore , but breake it and take this. 

Apo. My poverty but not my will confents. 

%om. I pay thy poverty , and not thy will. 

Apo. Put this in any liquid thing you will* 
Anddrinkeitoff ; ana if you bad the ftrength 
Oftwenty men,itwould difpatch you ftraight. 

7^o.There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens foules,' 
Doing more murders in this loathlbme world. 

Than thcfe poor compounds that thou maift not fell*. 

I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, aud get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To Juliets grave, for there muft I life thee. 

J & Exeunt] 

Enter Frier John to Frier Laurence. 

3 oh . Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

Lau. This fame fbould be the voice ofFrierJo^, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes %ome« ? 

Or if his minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Joh. Going to finde a barefoot brother out. 

One of our Order,toaffociateme* 

Here in the City vifitingtheficke. 

And finding him ; the Searchers of the townc, 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe 
Wnere the infe<ft ious peftilencedidraigne, 

Seal’d up the doores, and would not let us forth. 

So that my fpecd to Mantua there was ftaid. 

X $ •- 








7‘Jje tnoft lamentable Ttagedj 

' Lau. Who bare my letter then to%omee? 

\ C , 0l i d n0t iend ir > hereit iffagaine, ' 
Nor get a Meffenger to bring « thee, S * 

So fearefull were they ofinfe&ion. 

•W Unhappy fortune , by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge. 

Of deare import,- and the riegle&ingit 
ay doe much danger. Frier John goe hence, 

UntcmVcS”^ Crow.a-dbringi,*^ 



^.Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Lrn. Now mufti to the Monument alone,’ 

Within thefe three houres will text Juliet wake • 

She will befhrevv me much that Borneo * 

Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepeher at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarfe cios’dina dead mans tombe. 

EvterVmsandhu Page. 

'V jorch b^hence, & flj n d aloofe. 

Yet put it out , ior I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along. 

Homing thy eare dofe to the hollowgronnd. 

So fhall no foot upon the Churchyard^read, 
eing -oofe,unfirme, with digging up of °raves. 

But thou fihalt heare it .-whittle then tome. 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee, goe . 

P*ge. Iam almoft afraid tq-ftand alone 
Here in i the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

0 ,1 5”? flovver .’ VVlth flowers thy bridall bed I ftrew 
Ovvoe, thy Canopy is duftand ftones. 

Which withfweet water nightly I will new ; 
Th3 ng - 3t, L Wlth teares « bymones, 

•5 he Obfequies that Ifor thee willkeepe. 



Nightly 




- 

gf Romeo dnd Juliet. 

Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep.' 

whittle Boy. 

The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach : 

What curled footwanders this way to night, 

To crofle my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

Safer Romeo and Balthazer hie man. 

%om. Give methemattocke and the wrenching 
Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear’ft or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I delcend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 
In deare employment : therefore hence,begone. 

But if thou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what T. farther {Ball intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint, 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : 

The time and my intents are favage wild, 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring fea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Horn. So (halt thou (hew me friendfhip : take thou that, 

Live and be profperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame He hide mehereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Bom. Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death. 

Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jawes to open. 

And in defpite He cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banifht haughty Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loves coufin ,- with which griefe 
' . It is fuppofed the faire creature died j 

And 1 






The mofi lament able Tragedy 
Andberelscome to doe feme villainous fhame 

I°nri dCa 1 V ieS ] 1 wiU a PP^hcnd him. 

Stop chy unhallowed toyle vile Momtaane ; 

Canv-engeaneebe purfu’d further than death ? 

ndemned villaine I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

‘ 1 in deed, and therefore came I hither; 

oood gentle youth tempc not a defperate man, 
j \ h , ence and leave me , thinke upon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth. 

1 ut not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to f ury : o begone, 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee run away. 

Par. Idoedefiethycommileration, 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. \\ dt thou provoke me f then have at thee Boy.' 

Par a r a § oe cal1 tbe wa tch. 

I ar. Q I am flame : if thou be merciful! 

Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

Tom. In faith I will : let meperufe thisface : 

S kinfman > noble County Paris ! 

What laid my manwhenmybetolTedfoule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Paris fliould have married Juliet, 

Said he not lo ? or did I dreame it lb ? 

Oram I mad, hearing him talkeof Juliety 
To thinke it was fo ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 

I e bury thee in a triumphant grave; 

A grave . O no, a Lanthorne flaughtred youth 5 
For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interr'd. 

How oft when men are at the point of death. 



Have 



1 r fi^ni 



ef Romeo and Juliet 

Have they beene merry , which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death l Oh how may X 
Call this a lightning ? O my Love, my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
Is crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths paleflag-isnot advanced there. 

TibaltAyeft. thou there in thy bloody fheet? 

O what more favour can I doe to thee, 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twainc 
To funder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me coufin. Ah deareJ«//Vf, 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeve. 

Shall I beleeve that unfubftantiall death is amorous? 

And that the lean abhorred monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that I ftill will flay with thee. 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depart againe : here, here will I remaine, * 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides ; O here 
W ill I fet up my everlafting reft. 

And (hake the yoke of inaulpipious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefh : eyes look your laft, 

Armes take your laft embrace ; and lips,0 you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kifle 
A datelefle bargaine to ingrafting death : 

Come bitter conduft , come unfavourie guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at oncerunon 
The dafhingrockes thy fea-ficke weary barke : 

Here s to my Love. O true Apothecary ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I dye- 

Eater Frier peith Ldnthorue, crow, and fpade* 

_Fri. Saint Francis be my fpeed ; how oft to night 
Have my old feet ftumbled at graves ! Who’s there? 

L Balt* 




v litre it? r;--i .mpj r? i ■h .* rdjpjEre/i. 
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- w/ncmauic a raaeaj 

? 4/ pr? e u 0ne,, 3 friend ’ and onc thac knowes * 
* 2 ' Bll< ?. be u P°n you : Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
tv h § rubsa . n d eyele ife skulls :as Idifcerne, 
Itburnethin the^Aaionument. 

tove.^ * IC d ° th f ° holy Sir ’ and tbere>s m y Matter/ 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Balt , Borneo. 

Jr/.Howlonghathhc bin there? 

Balt • Full haife an houre. 

Fri. Goe with me to the vault* 

Balt* I dare not fir. 

My Mafter knowes not but I am gone hence ' 

WdfSy&SS d “ tb ' ’ 

And that my Mafter Hew him, 8 ’ 

AW. Borneo. 

is guilty of this lamentable chance ? 

1 he Lady ftirres. 

2 doe rememh forl:a ^i e ^. ner » wbereis % Lord? 
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i/ Romeo ini Juliet, 

Thy husband in thy bofome there' lyes dead* 

And Paris too : come, He difpofeof thee 
Amongafifter-hood ofholyNunnes. 

Stay not to queftion , for the watch is eommingi 
Come, goe good Juliet , I dare no longer flay. 

Exit, 

Jttl. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 

Poyfon I fee hath been his timeleffe end : 

O churle ! drinke all, and leave no friendly drop 
To helpe me after : I will kiffe thy lips. 

Haply Ibme poyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me dye with a reftorative. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch, 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

Jttl. Yea noife ? then He be briefe. O happy dagger , 

This is thy (heath, there ruft, and let me dye. 

Joy. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard j 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight / here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead, 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets, , 

Raife up ,the Mount agues : fome others fearch ; 

W e fee rhe ground wnereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Here’s Borneo’s man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefs Watch. Hold him in iafety till the Prince come hither. 

E nter Frier and another Watchman . 

^.Watch, Herein a Frier that trembles, figbes,andweepes, 

L a We 









... . ^mfihmntalletrazed'i 

We toolce tbs Mattocke and this fpade from him 
-Ashewascommingtrom this Churchyard fide 
Chtefe w. A great fulpicion,-ftay th<J Frier too* 

Thfr i^ hat mil ^ dvcntlIr e is fo early up. 

That calls our perfon from our morningfreft? 

/» c, 7 r - E ** er p*putet And his Wife, 

^ fo ltrikfabroad ? 

c J ' , r " e P eo ple in the ftreet cry "Romeo 
Some a n£ ] feme and alfrunne ' 
Witho^noutcry toward our Monument 

?f|r& y ^ Sforac 

T . ° me » this fight of death is as a Belf* 

Ttac vvarnes my ol&ge to a Sepifc 

T SSSS^SI;?- 



Moli n rh ^ anc ^ t ^° u ^ ee ° 



And 



u- pi 



#/ Romeo /tW Juliet; 

And then will I be Generali of your woes, 

And lead yon even to death : meane timefi 
And let mifchance be Have to patience. 

Bring forth the parties of iufpicion. 

Fri. Iam the great eft , able to doe leaft. 

Yet moft (ufpeited , as the time and place 
Doe makeagainft me, of this direfull murder ; 

And here I Hand , both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned , and my felfe excus’d. 
iV/.Then fay at once what thou doft know in this, 
Fri. I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead was husband to that Juliet , 

And fhe there dead that Romeo's faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday ; whofe untimely death 
Banifht the new made Bridegroome from this City, 
For whom, and not for 'fibalt, Juliet pin’d. 

You, to remove that fiege of griefe from her. 
Betroth’d, and would have married her perforce. 
To County RartS' Then comes fhe to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me devife fome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would (he kill her felfe. 

Then gave I her (fo tuter’d by my Art) 

A fleeping potion, which fo tooke effect 
As I intended ; for it wrought on her 
The forme of death : meane time I writ to Rome * 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night. 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier John, 

W as flayed by accident, and yefternigbt 
Return’d my letter backe : then all alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking 
Came I to take her from her kindreds vault, , 
Meaning to keepe herclofely at my Cell, 
















Till r r i lamenulle tragedy 

mile ...cUiently could fenrl tn a? & J 

B.lt when I camefome minute «2eSg 

herawaking,here untimely lay 

A *fe£3£S3§E^^ 

-gSsssassH* 

And threatned me with death going in the vault 
If I departed not and left him there ’ 

Stmh, what ?%^<rtSSiS^ VatCh ? 
ff? h \T am J r ? caJJ the watch. 

P^ss^ssbsss^’ 

Seewhatafco„ ¥ ei S iai du ^rtr^ 
tat heaven findesmeanes to Itiiiyonrjoyes with lovej 




1 mir i- 



And 






*/* Romeo Juliet- • 

aSESti,.,. 

s?S^ss«“' 

nrff 0U u Bu r J can § Ive thee more : 

For I will raife her ftatue in pure gold, 

Th^^if r T Ka by that name is knowne. 

There (hall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and fiicfa&U jw«*. 

^pJiZXZ SET**'** - ■ 

taJkeof thefe fad things. 

Some (hall be pardoned,andfome puniflied. 

JHor never was a Storie ofmore woe. 

Than this o £ Juliet and her Romeo. 
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The Tragedy 0^' Ham lee 

Frau, Give you good night . 

Mar. O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? 

Fra. B ernardo hath my place : give you good nighc. Exit Fran. 

Mar • Holla Barnardo. 

Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peece ofhim. 

B ar, Welcome Horatio , Welcome gopd Marcetlus. 

Hora. What, ha’s this thing appear’d' againe to night ? 

Bar. 1 have feene nothing. 

Mar. Horatio (ayes ’tis but a phantaiie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold ofhim. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice leene of us $ 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night. 

That if againe this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. TuOi,tu(h, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us once againe afiaile youreares 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we have two nights (eene, 

Hora. W ell, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Barnardo (peake of this. 

Bar. Lafl night of all, 

When yond fame flat that’s Weftward from the Pole, 

Had made his coutfet illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Mar cell™ and my (elfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter Ghost. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke whereit comes againe. 

Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

M ar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

Bar. It would be (poke to. 

Mar. Horatio. ^ 

Hora. What art thou that ulurpft this time of night, 

Together with chat faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Majefty of buried Denmark? 

Did 







Ttmce cj Denmarke. 

Did (ometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee (peake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Hor. Stay, (peake, (peake, I charge thee (peake. 

Exit Ghofi. 

[ Mar. Tis gone and will not anlvver. 

Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 
Is nor this (omething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this.beleeve, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown'd he once , when in an angry Parle 
He (mote the (leaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre. 
With martiallftalke hath he gone by ourwatch. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know not. 
But in the grofle and (cope of mine opinion. 

This bodes (bme Orange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fir downe,and tell me he that knowes/ 
Why this fame drift and moft obfervantwatch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fucb daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraineMart for implements ofwarre ? 

Why (uehimprefleof fhip-wrights, whofe fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 

m , a ^ e ni B^ t .joint labour with the day ? 

Who is’t that can informe me ? 

(Mora. That can I; 

At/eaft the whilper goes fo. Our Jaft King, 

Wl, ole image even but now appear’d to us, 
v v a s, as you know, by Fortinkrajfe of Norway, - 
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' The Tragedy of Hamlefi 

Thereto prick on by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate ; in which our valiant IftmM, 
/For fo this fide ofour knowne world efteem d him) 
Did flay this Fortinbraffe , who by a leal d compact, 

■ Well ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forleit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he Hood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour ; 

Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returns 
To the inheritanceof Fortinbraffe, 

Had be bin vanquifht 5 as by thefame co-mart, 

A nd carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbrajje s 
Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt up a lift of lawlefferefolutes. 

For food and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomackein’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeareuntoour ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 

And tearmes compullLatorysthofeforefaid land^ 

So by his. father loft : and this I take it 

Is the maine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this poftehafte,and romeagein the land. 

Ear. I thinkeit be no other but even fo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is thequeftion ofthelewarres. 

Hora. A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

' A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the (beeted dead 
Did fqueakc and gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As ftarres with traines of fire, and dewes of blood, 
Difafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whole influence N tptmes Empire ftands. 
Was fickealmoft toDoomefday with eclipfe, 
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fPrince of Denmarke. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events 
As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrimen. 

Enter Ghofi. 

But foft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 

Ilecrofle it though it blaft me : Stay illufion. 

If thou haft any found , or ufe of voice, 

Speaketome: iftherebe any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee doe eafe , ana grace to me, 

Speake to me* 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

O fpeake : 

Or if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your fpiritsoft walkein death. The cocky 

Speake of it, flay and lpeake ; ftopit Marcellas. crowes. 
Mar. Shall I ftrikeit with my partifan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. T is here. 

•ffor.’Tishere. 

Mar.’ Tis gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being fo Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhevv of violence : 

For it is as the aire,invulnerable. 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

Bar. It was about to fpeake when the cocke crew:. 

Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefull fummons : I have heard. 

The cocke, that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhrillfounding throat 
Awake the God of day ; and at his warning, 

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

Tffrxtravagant and erring fpirit hyes 
.‘d s c °nfine ; and of the truth herein 
This prelent objeft made probation. 



mi 








The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Mar Ax faded on the crowing of the cocke. 

Some fay that ever'gainfu^ieai^^ 

Thisloird rf dawning! fingetl^alfnight long, 

NoTafry tatea."“™ chhath X?im= ' 

50 ’ 

Bot looke, she morne in rufe M ■ 

Walbesoicthedc^ofyonhighEaftwardhi 

Breake we out* watch lip ? and by u y 1 . 

Unto vonns Hamlet i for upon my 

Where we lhall finde him moft convenient. 

,l,„rl(h. Baer CUmbm JO* efDeumarke, G ‘Ztr- ^ 

Omene, Cemeel, « P.Mm mdkufinue Bate 
^ tes, Hamlet^ cum altts. 

Claud. Though ,«oW«*»o»rdo«feoth« death 

The memory be greene, and that it us Kin^dome 

Tobeste our hearts in gnefe, and our wholeKm e ctom 

To be contraaed in one brow of woe : 

Yet fo farre hath difcretion fought withnatu , 

That w e with wifeft forrow 

Together with remembrance of ou ^ 

Therefore onr fometime Sifter, now cm Qn««* 

Th’ Imperial! joimrcffe to this warlike Star » 

Have we as *tw ere with a defeated joy* 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye,_ * 

With mirth in funeral!, and with dirge in marr b > > 

] n equal 1 fcale weighing delight and do e, 

c! Your 
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Prince o/Dentmrke^ 



Your better wifefomes, which have freely gone 
W ith this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now fbllowes, that you know young Fortinbraffe , 
Holding a weake fuppofall ofour worth. 

Or thinkingby our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif-joint, and out of frame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild topefter us with meffage, 
Importing the furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with al 1 bands of Law? 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much thebufinefleis. We have here writ 
T o Norway ,Uncle of young Fortinbraffe , 

Who impotent and bedrid .fcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to fupprefle 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportionsare all made 
Out of his fubjedfs : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway , 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more than thefcops 
Ofthefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haftecommend your duty. 

Cor. Vi 9 . In thatjSc a 11 things will we fhew our duty. 

King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of feme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake ofreafbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft thou beg Laertes} 
That fhall notbe my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inffrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne o ( De&marke to thv Father • 
Whpwouldft thou have Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to returne to France , 





TbeTragecly o/Ham}et 

from whence though willingly 1 came to D emarkf* 

To (hew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done, 

My thoughts and withes bend againe toward Fr , 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pard * ? 

xS V-wfathcn, teave?what laye, Wmm ? 

T./f.Ht ha/h, my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave. 

By labourfome petition ; and at laft, 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard confent. 

Idoebefeeehyou give him leave to goe. 

Xfee. Take thy lire hooreL«wr,timebe thrne, 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy wil . 

But now my coufin Hamlet, and my 1 ° n " e ‘ , . , 

Ham. A little more than kin, and 1# than kmd. 

KM. How is it that theclouds Ml hangon yon ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much m the lbnne. 
Queen. Good Hamlet cart thy nighted (colour off. 

And let thine eye looke like afriend on Denmarke. 

Doe notfor ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the dull : 

Thou know’ft ’tis common all that lives mult dye, 

Paffing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 

Why feemesit fo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could (mother, 

Nor cuftomary lutes offolemneblacke. 

Nor windie liilpiration of fore c breath. 

No, nor thefruitfull river in the eye, 

Northedeje&ed haviour of the vifage, . 

Together with all formes , moods, ftiapes ofgnete. 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are a&ions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which paffes fhew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the fuits of woe. . 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 

To give thefe mourning duties to your father. ^ 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

But VOU mud know your father loft a father ; 

That father loft, loft his, and the furviver bound 
In filliall obligation for feme tearme 
To doe obfequious forrowes ; buttoperfevere 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornnefle,’tis unmanly gride* 

It fhewes a will moft incorred to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An undemanding fimple and unfehool d : 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why Ihould we in our peevilh oppohtion 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft ablurd, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no leffe nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his fonns 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retrograde to onr defire. 

And we befeech you bend you roremaine 
Here in the eheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our lonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet 
I pray thee ftay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I lhall in all my beft obey you Madame. 

King. Why ’tis a lovingand a fairereply. 

Be as ourfelfeiin Denmarke. Madame come, 
Thi^entle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits failing to my heart , in grace whereof; 
Nojocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds lhall tell, 
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TbeTragedyof Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the *fiZr)(h, £#*«»* ^ 

R SSS5^^^ lli ? d fle(h would melt, 

Thaw and retolve it-felfe into a dew, 

i i.n.:—, k-t/-! r*nr nyf 



Thaw ana reroivciFicuwi^v - 
Orjhattheeverlafting had nothxt 
His Cannon ’gainft felfe daughter - O 

U 0,1- flat-. andunprohtabi 
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) God, God, 

tits cannon gaum »•“>•“*“& r , . 

How weary, dale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W°r • 

Fie on’t ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, _ 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature 
Poffefie it meerly : that it fhou Id come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not fo much , nottwo. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 

Hyperion to a Satyre.fo loving to my m ° th ^ 

That he might notbeteeme thewmdesof heav 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why fhe fhould hang on him. 

As ifincreafe of appetite had gpowne 

Bv what it fed on ; and yet within a monetn, 

let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman, 

A little moneth : Or ere thole fhooes were o. , 

With which fhe followed my poore fathers body. 

Like Niobe all teares, why fhe, 

O God / a beaft that wants difcourfe of realon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with myuncie* 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait ofmoft unrighteous teares 
Had left the Bulbing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh mod wicked fpeed,to golt 
With fiich dexterity to inceftuous fheets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good- 

But breake my heart, for 1 muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcelhu ,andBarnardo. 

Horn. Haile to youE Lordfhip- 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well; Horatio ,or I doe forget my 
Hor a. The fame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with youj^ 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

And what make you from Wittenberg , Horatio t 

Adarcellits • 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you (good even fir.) 
But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg • 

Hor a. A truant difpofition, good my Lord- 
Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay io. 

Nor dial 1 you doe my eare that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenottr ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftndent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
Hkw.Thr.ift, thrift , Horatio, the funerallbak’c meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables- 
Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 1 
My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hor a . W here my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I law him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I fhall not looke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

Hora ■ My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witndfe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham. For Gods love let me heare. 

HTra. Two nights together had thefe Gentlerfien, 
C Marcellas znd. Bamar do y on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlec 

B een thus encountred : a figure like your father, 
•Armed at point, exaftly, Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with folemne march 
Goes (low and (lately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within this truncheons length , whilft they diftill’d 
Almoft togelly with the aft of feare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham . But where was this ? 

MarMyLord upon the platform where we watcht. 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted upitshead,anddidaddrefle 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake ; 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud, 

And at the found it fhrunke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our light. 

Ham. 'Tis very ftrange. 

F Hor. As I doe live, my honour'd Lord, ’tis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d (ay you ? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My Lord, from head to foot.’ 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hor a. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 
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Prince of Denmarke." 

Hor. A countenance rfiore inforrovv than inanger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you* 

Ham. Very like : (laid it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer- 

Hor. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. Hisbeard was grifsled,no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life* 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagaine. 

Hor.lwatritit will. 

Ham. If it affume my noble fathers perlbn 
He (peake to it, though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filenceftill. 

And whadoever elfe (hall hap to night. 

Give it an underftanding.but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
He vifit you. 

tsfll. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

My fathers (pint in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt (bme fbule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit (Fill my (oule, fbule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter, 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell, 

And fifter, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in afliftant, doe not flecp, 

But let me heare from you, 

Opheli. 
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4 The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ophel. Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fafliion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; (weet,not lafting. 

The perfume and iuppliance of a minnte : 

No more. 

Ophel. No more but lb. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone, 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no ibile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft feare 
His greatneffe wai’d,his wiilis nothisowne. . 

He may not, as unvalued perfbns doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body 
W hereof he is the head : then if he laies he loves you 
It fits your wildome fo far to beleeve it. 

As he in his particular a<St and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fongs, 

Or loofe your heart, or your chafte treafure open 
To his unmaftred importunitie.. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my dear? After, 

And keep you in thereare of your affection. 

Out of the (hot and danger of defire : 

* 1 The charieft maid is prod.iga.lJ enough. 

If fhe unmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

‘‘ Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 
ct The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 
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Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft imtninettti 
Be warie then, beft fafety lyes in feare, 

Youth to it felfe rebells though noneelfcneere. 

Ophel. I fhallthe effecSt ofthis good leflon keep* 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brother 
Doe not as fome ungracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the 'fteep and thorny way of heaven, 

W hiles a puft and rechleffe Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter Volonittt* 

Laer. O feare me not; 

I ftay too long : but here my father comes. 

A double bleffing is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Tolo. Yet here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for fliame. 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your faile. 

And you are ftaid for. There, my bleffing with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character: Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his adl : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : 

Thole friends thou haft and their adoption tried. 
Grapple them unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeachnew hatcht, unfledg’d courage : beware 
Ofentranceto aquarrell , but being in, 

Bear c that th’oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenfure, but relerve thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy pur fe can-buy. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And they in France oft he beft ranke and ftatiofi. 
Are of a moft feleCt and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower -nor a lender boy. 

For love oft lofes both it felfe and 'friend, 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

C 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This above all, to thine owne felfe be true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farewel I, my blefling ieafon this in thee. 

Laer. Mott hnmbly doe I take my leave my Lord 
Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer, Farewell Ophelia,md remember well 
W hat I have faid to you. 

Ophel. ’Tis in my memory lockt, 

And you your felfe fhall keep the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell.. Exit Laertes. 

iV.Whatis’c Ophelia he hath (aid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleaie you,lomething touching the Lord Hamlet 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free andbounteouj. 

If it be (b, as fo ’tis put on me,- 
And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe (ocleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you ? give me up the truth* 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion tome. 

Pol. Affe&ion ! puh, you fpeake like a gteene girle, 

Unfitted in fuch perillous circumftance: 

Doe youbeleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel l doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke. 
Pol. Marry I will teach you, think your felfe ababie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the windeofthe poore phrafe ) 

Wrong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fafliion. 

Pol. I,fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel. And hath given countenance to his fpeech. 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven*. 




(prince of Denmark^ 

Pci. i/pnnges to catch Wood-eockes ; ! do know 

W hen the blood burnes how prodigall thefoule 

Lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
Givin° more light than heat ; extinct inboth. 

Even fn their promife, as it is a making. 

You muft nottak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething (canter of your maiden prefence. 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley ; for Lord Hamlet f 
Belceve fo much in him; that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walkc 
Than may be given you : in few Ophelia , 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Broker* 

Not ofthat dye which their inveftments fbew. 

But meere implorators of unholy (uits. 

Breathing likefanftified and pious bonds, , 

The betterto beguile .-this is for all, _ 

I would not, in plaine termes, from this time fortli 
Have you fo dander any moments leifure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke°too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I (ball obey my Lord- Exeunt* 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio ,and Marcelltu • 

Harn. The aire bites fbrewdly , it i s very cold. 

Hora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

What hourenow? 

Hora. I thinke it lacks of twelve* 

Mar. No, it is ftrooke. • 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not : it then drawes neere the feafon 
W herein the fpirit held his wont to walk. u4 flourish of Tram » 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets , and two pieces goe off', , 

Ham. The King doth walke t o night, and takes his rowfe, 
Keepes waflell, and the (daggering up-fpri ng reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhenifh downe. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
Therriumph ofhis pledge. 

Hora. Is it a cuftome ? 

#<*z».Imarryis’t> 
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But to my miride, though l am native here 
And to the ir.mn er borne, it is a cuftome 
More honour’d in the breach than the obfervance : 

This heavie-headedrevell EaftandWeft 

Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepe us Drunkards, and with fwinifih phrafe 
Soileour addition? and indeed it takes 



From our achievements, though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men. 

That for feme vicious mole of nature in them, 



As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choole his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion, 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafbn ; 

Or by (bme habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme ofplaufive manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one deleft. 

Being N atures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vercues elfebe they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo^, 

Shall in the gerierall cenfuretake corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
Tohisownefcandall. Enter Cjbofi. 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaven,orblafts from hel. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou corn’d in (uch a queftionable foape 
That I will Ipeake to thee file callthee Hamlet , 
King, Father ,royall Dane : O anfwere me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfcd in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous and marble jawes. 



3 

< 

' * 

¥■ r 
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To eaft thee up againe : what may this meane 
That thou dead coarle againe in complete Iteeie 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to fhake our dilpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches ofour loules . 

Say why is this Pwherefore ? what (liould we doe ? Beckens- 
Hora. Itbeckens you togoe away with it. 

As ifit fome impartment did defire 

To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora.No, by no meanes. . 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it* 

Hora. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. W hy ? what fhould be the fear e ? 

I doe not let my life at a pins fee : 

And for my loule , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like it lelfe ? 

It waves me forth againe , He follow it, 

Hora. What ifit tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull lomnet of the cleefe, 

That bettels ore his bafe into the fea, 

And there aflame fome other horrible forme. 

Which might deprive your foveraignty ofreafon, 

And draw you into madnefle ? thinke of it. 

The very place putstoyes ofdelperation 
Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes fo many fadomes to the foa. 

And heares it roare beneath. 

Ham. It waves me ftill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

CHar. You fliall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands- 
Hsra. Be rul’d, you fliall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cryes out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
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As hardy as th tHemean Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven lie make a Ghoft of him that lets m« ,«. ,*• 

X lay away : Goeon He follow thee. Exit Ghoft and Hamlet . 

Hor. He waxes deiperate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hor a. Have after : to what itfue will this come . 

Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark 
Hora. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay let's follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Cjhift and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeake, lie goe no further, 
Ghoft Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre is almoft come, 

When I to iulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up my ielfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gho. So art thou to revenge when thou {halt heare* 

Ham. W hat ? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom'd for a certaine terme to yvalke the night, 

And for the day confin’d tofafl infires, 
iTill the foule crimes, done in my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away: But that lam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifbn houfe, 

I could a tale unfold, whole lighted word 
Would harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end 
L ike quills upon the fearefull Porpentine a 
But this erernall blazon muft not be 
Toearesofflefh andblood : lift, lift, O lift. 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 









Prince of Denmarke.* 



Ham. O God / 

- Gho. Revenge his foule & moft unnaturall murder. 

Ham- Murder ! . 

Ghoft. Murder moft foule, as in the belt it is ; 

But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

Ham- Haft me to know’t, that I with wings as twite 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love, 

* Mayfweepeto my revenge. 

‘ Ghoft. I finde thee apt ; 

And duller Ihouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharfe, 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet heare, 
’Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent flung me : fo the whole eare of Denmark/ 
Is by a forged procelfe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham . O my Propheticke foule, my uncle ! 

Ghoft. T, that inceftuous,that adulterate beaft, 

- With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 

* So to feduce I won to his fhametull luft 

The will of my moft leeming vertuous Queene, 

0 Hamlet, what a falling oft was the re 
From me, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 madeto her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whole naturall gifts were poore 

To thofe of mine'but vertue,as it never will be mov d 
Though lewdnefle court it in a lhape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe in a celefliall bed, 

< And prey on garbage. _ _ 

But foft, me thinkes I lent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 
Mycuftomealwaies of the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle ftole 
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Enter Horatio and Marcellttt> 
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Ml few of bookes,all formes, allpreflurespaft. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement ail alone (hall live 
Within thebookeand volume ofmy braine, 
llnmixt with baler matter ; yes by heaven. 

Omoft pernicious woman! . 

0 villaine, villaine, foiling damned villaine . 

My tables, meet itis I fet dowhe, . 

That one may finite, and fmile,andbe a villaine j 
At leaft I am fure it may be fo in D enmarke. 

So uncle there you are : now to my word 
It is adieu,adieu, remember me 

1 have (worne’t. 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

< Mar . Illo, ho,ho,my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull 1 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How lay you then, would heart ofmati once thinKe it ? 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both. I by heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmark. e> 

Buthee’s an arrant Knave. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And lo without more circumftance at all 
I hold it fit that we fhake hands and part. 

You as yourbufinelfe and defire {hall pointyou, 

For every man hath bufinefle and defire. 
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With juice of curfed Hebona in aViall, 

And in the porches ofmyeares did poure 
The leprous difiilmenr, whofeefted 
Holds fiich an enmity with blood of man. 

That fwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poflefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into fnilke, 
Thethinand whollome blood ; lo did it mine. 

And a moft infiant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loachfomfc cruft 
All myfmoothbody. 

Thus was I {leeping,by a brothers hand, 
Oflife,ofCrowne,of Qgeene at once dilpatcht. 

Cut off even in the bloflomes of my finne, 
Unnuzled, difappoirited, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfedtions on my head- 
Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature inthee beare it not. 

Let not the royallbed of Denmarke be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purfueft this aft. 

Taint not thy minde, nor let thy foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes that in herbofome lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme {hewes the matine to be neere. 

And ’gins to pale his uneffeftuall fire : 

Adieu .adieu, adieu, reme mber me. 

Ham.O all you hoft of lifeaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And ftrall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart, 

And you my finewes, grow not inftant old. 

But beare me fwiftly up ; remember thee '. 

I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a feat 
In this diftraftedGlobe : remember thee i 
Yea, from the tableofmy memorie 
lie wipe away all triviall fond records. 
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. Such as it isj and for my owne poore pact 
Iwillgoe pray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whirling words my Lorcf. 

Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily. 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick* buc there is Horatio , 

And much offence too : touching th is vifion here. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to know what is betweene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you mayrand now good friends. 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What is’t my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Never make knowne what you have leene to night. 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but Iwear’c. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 
t-Mar. Nor J my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

Mar. We have fworne my Lord already.* 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghoft cries under the ft age, 

Cjhoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, faift thou fo ? art thou there true penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selleridge 
Content to fvveare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have leene, 

Sweare by my fword. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Hie & ttbiejttc, then wee’llftuft our ground ; 

Come hither Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againeupon my fword : 

Sweare by my fvord. 

Never ro fpeake of this that you have heard. 

Ghoft. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. \y ell laid old Mole,canft thou worke i’th earth lb faft ? 

Awor- 



Trince o/Dentnarke. 

A worthy Pioner,once more remove good friehds. 

Hora.O day and night 1 but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Than are dream’t of in your Philolbphy : but come. 

Here as before; never lb help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or odde lo ere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance hereafter fhall thinke meet. 

To put anantike difpofition on, 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never fhall 
"With armes encombred thus ,or head thus fnak t. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe, 

As, well well, we know, or we could and if wewould. 

Or if we lift to fpeake,or there be and if they might, J 
Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this doefweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft,reft, perturbed fpirit- So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 
May doe t’expreffe his love and friendingto you 
God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe in together,' 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint jO curfed fpight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right! 

Nay come, lets goe together. . Exeunt* 

Enter old Tolonius with his man or two* 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldo* 
Rej. I will my Lord. 

Pol. You fhall doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo* 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol. Marrie welLfaid, very well faid,looke you fir. 

Enquire me firft what Danskgrs are in Paris , 

Ana how, and who,what means,and where they keep, 

W hat company*! what expcnce : and finding 
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By this encompaflment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon > come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will touch it. 

Take you as’t were feme diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. r,very well my Lord. 

TV. And in part him,but you may lay not well, 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addiifed lo and lb, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry noneforanke 
As may di (honour him, take heed ofrhat ; 

Buc fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey- As gaming my Lord. 

P ol. I, or drinking, fencing, (wearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing,you may goe fo farre. 

Rey My Lord, that would diflionour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may fealbn it in the charge. 

You mufl not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults (b quaintly. 
That they may (eeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgeneralla(fauIt. 

-fay. But my good Lord. . 

TV. Wherefore fliould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe Height fellies on my fonne. 

As tvvere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in converfe,be you wouldfound* 
Having-ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breath of guilty, be alfer’d 
He doles with you in this conlequence ; 
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rood fir for fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 
A^wding to the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and countrey; 

By the Malfe I was about to fay fomethmg, 
where did I leave? 

V Vy- At clofes in the confequeflce. _ 

Vd. At clofes in the conference ; T marry, 
He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 

There was a gaming thcre,or tooke msrowfe. 
There foiling out atTennis, or perchance 

•, faw him enrcr fuch and fuch a houfe of fale. 
Videlicet , a Btothell, or fo forth. See you now. 
Your bait of follbood takes this carpe of truth, 
And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 
With windlefles, and with elTayes of byas. 

By indirefts finde dire6tions out : 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fore ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. _ . 

TV. Obferve his inclination in your lelte. 
J^.IfhallmyLord. 




TV. And let him ply his Muficke. 
— - T -rd. 



Exit Rey. 



Roy. Well my Lord 

Enter Ophelia. 

Po/.Farwell.How no'NOphelia,whzt s the matter. 
Oph.O my Lord, my Lord, I have binfo affrighted. 
Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 
ophel. My Lord as I was lowing in my Clofet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac d. 

No hat upon his head his ftockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle, 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
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And with a Iooke fo piteous in purport. 

As ifhe had beene fooled out ofhell 
To fpeake of horrors, he comes before me, 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not kno ,v. 

But truely I doe feare it. 

Pol- What laid he? 

Of he!. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

A.nd with his other hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to fuch perulall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he lo. 

At iaft, a little fhaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe. 

He railed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to. Chatter all his bulke. 

And end his being : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his/houlders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to findehis way without his eyes j 
For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoe leeke the King, 
This is the very extalieoflove, 

W hole violent property forgoes it lelfe. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That does afflict our natures : I am Ibrrie ; 

What ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Ophel. No my good Lord, but as youdid command, 
I did repell bis letters, and deni’d 
His accefle to me. 

Pol. That hath madehim mad: 

I am Ibrrie that with better heed and judgement 
urWl had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew myjealoulie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To cafl beyond our felves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 
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To lackedilcretion : Come, goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne, which being kept clofe might move 
More griefe to hide , than hate to utter love. 

Come. Exeunt. 

Flemijb. Enter King And Queene y Ro[encrfMs ttnd 
Gtitldenfierx-e. 

King. Welcome deare Rofencram and Guildenfiernet 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamlets transformation, lb I call it, 

Sith nor th’excerior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was : what it fhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underftanding of himfelfe 
I cannot dreame of : 1 entreat you both, ■ 

That being of fo young da yes brought up with him. 

And fith io neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies. 

To draw him on to plealbres and to gather 
So much as from occafion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to ns unknown affl icts him thus . 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que Good Gentlemen, he hath much talkt of you, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleafe you 
To fhew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time with us a while 
Forthefupply and profit of our hope. 

Your vifitation fhould receive luch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Majefties 
M’ght by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Pur your dread plealures more into command 
Than to intreary. 

Gail. But we both obey. 

And here give up our felves in the full bene 
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To lav our Service freely at your feet. 

* Jj. Thanks Rofeneraut and gentle Qatldenfiern. 
One . Thanks G^«*/*r#,and gentle Rofeneraut. 
And I beteech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed Tonne : goe Tome of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where “ ns ; 

Guil. Heavens make our prefence and our practices 

Pleafantandhelpfulltohim. , - 

Queen. Amen. Exetint Rof.and Gml. 

Enter Poloniut 

t. . r frnm NorvxiV.lXLV 200d Lord, 



h King. Thou ftil haft bin the Father ofgood newes. 

Tot. Have I my Lord ? I afiure my good Liege 

I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fofure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that 1 have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to the Embafladors, 

My newes fhallbe the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them, 8c bring them in- 
He tels me, my deare Gertrud , he hath found 
The head and fource of ill your Tonnes diftemper. 

Ouee. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter EmbaJJadors. 

King. Well, we fhallfift him : welcome my good friends j 
Say Voltemand, what from onr brother Norway ? 

Vol. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon our firft he Tent out to fupprefle 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’galnft the Potlackij 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev d 
That To his ficknefle, age, and impotence 
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Was falfiy borne in hand, Tends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfcy which he in briefe obayes. 

Receives rebuke from Norway tiXid. in fine 
Makes vow before his uncle nevermore _ 

To give th’affay of armes againft your Majeftie : 
Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefcore thoufand crowns in annual tee. 
And his Commiflion,toimploy thofe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againft the To Hack*, 

With an entreaty herein further fhowne. 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet paflc 
Through your dominions for this enterprise 
Onfuch regards ofiafety and allowance 
As herein are Tet downe. 

King. It likes us well, .... 

And at our more confidered time Wfte’ll read, 

Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufinefle: 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajfadorft 

Tol. This bufinefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoftulate. 

W hat majeftie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day, and time ; 
Therefore brevit ie is the foule of wic. 

And tedioufneflethelimbes and outward flourifhej: 
I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call lit, for to define true madnefle. 

What is'tbut to be nothing elfe but mad 
But let that goe. 

Que e . More matter with lefle arc. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That he^’s mad ’tis true, ’cis true, 'tis piety. 

And piety 'tis 'tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
That we finds out the caufe of this effed. 
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UeTrdgedyof Hamlet 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defcft. 

For this effe& defe£live comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while (he is mine. 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this j now gather and furmife. • 

To the Celefiiad, myfoules I doll, the mofi beautified Ophelia. 
That’s an illphrafe,a vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe: but 
you Jball he are, thus in her excellent J white, bcfome,Thefe s & c. 

Que en. Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 

Tol. Good Madam fray a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire , Letter . 

Doubt that the fume deth move) 

Doubt truth to be a lyer t 
But never doubt 1 hove. 

O deare Ophelia Jam ill at thefe numbers , I have not art to 
reckon my groanes', but that I love thee be ft, O mofi befi beleeve 
it : Adheu. Thine evermore mofi deare Lady ,rvhi!cfi this 
mack me is to him) Hamlet. 

P ol. This i n obedience hath my daughter fhowne me. 

And more about have his lolicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place, 

AH given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol, What doe you thinke of ine? 

King As of a man faithfull andhonourable. : 

Pol. I would faine prove lo ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it ( I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke; 

If I had plaid thedeske,orTable-booke, 

Or given my heart a winking.mute and dumbe. 

Or Iookt upon this love with idle fight, 

W hat might yon thinke ? no,-I went round to workCj 
And my young Miftreffe thus I did belpeake : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere. 

This muft not be : and then I precepts gave her. That 
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prince 0/ Denmarke." 

That fite fhould locke her felfe from hisrefort. 

Admit no meflengers>receive no tokens. # 

Which done, fhe tooke the fruits of my advice % 

And he repell’d, a flhort tale to mate. 

Fell into a fadnefie, then into a Faft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakneiie. 

Thence to a lightnefle,and by this declenhon 
Into the madnelfe wherein now he raves, 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

Que. It may be very likely . t 

Pel. Hath therebeenluch a time, I would fame kno W that, 

That I have pofitively laid, ’tis lo. 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

/G'K/.Not that I know. . „ 

Pol.Tskt this from this , ifthisbe otherwife , 

If circumftances lead me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know iometimes he walkes .lbure houtCS together 
Here in the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed . 

Pol. At fuch a time He loofe my daughter to him# 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his realbn faine thereon. 

Let me be no alfiftant for a State, , 

* But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter Hamlet, 

Queen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doe befecch you both away. Exit King and 

lie board him prefently .Oh give me leave. Queen, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet? 

Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Filhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. „ 

E z nlw* 
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The Trdge&y of Hamlet 

Jff^».Then I would you werelb honeft a man/ 

"Pol Honeft my Lora? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouland. 

Pol, That’s very true my Lord. 

Bam. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge, being a 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

Pel. 1 have my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a blefling, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’t. 

Pel. How fay you by that ? ftill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at nrft,a Laid I was a fi Ih-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extremity for love , very nearc 
this : He fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. x 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betvveene who ? 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.' 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here,that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they have a 
plentifull lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve , yet I hold ic 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir fliall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could go e backward. 

Pol. Though this be madneffe , yet there is method in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire; how pregnant lometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rea- 
fon and fan&itie could not fo happily be delivered of. I willleavc 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave ofyou. 

Ham.Xoxx cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter Cjuildenfernc and Rqfencratu. 

Pel. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thele tedious old fooles. 
pel. You goe to lecke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. 
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Wince of Denmarke. 

Rof God fave your fir. 

Guil. My honoured Lord. 

H^^My^xwnen^go^friendsjhow doft thou qttyldtnflern * 
Ah Rofencratti, good lads how dee you both ? 

Pof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gnjl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap. 

We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Ham . Then you live about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 
Guyl. Faith her privates we. . ( vors ‘ 

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,fheis a ltrum- 

pet. Whatnewes? . 

Rof. None my Lord,but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your newes is not 
But in the beaten way of friendfhip,what make you at Elfenour ? 
%of. To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

JA?*«.Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny t 
were you not fent for ? is it your owne inclining ? is it afree vtfita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 
Guyl. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham.kny thing, but to’th purpofe,you were fent for, and there 
is a kind of confeffion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour : I know the good King and Queene 
have lent for you. 

Ref. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights ofour fellowfhips, by the confonancyof our youth , by the 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and diretft with: 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What lay you ? 

HamNay then I have an eie of you, if you love me hold not off.. 
Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fliall my anticipation prevent your 
difoovery , and your fecrecy to the King and Qvieen moult no fca* 
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ther : I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my m irth, 
forgone all cuftome ofexercifesjand indeedit goes lo heavily with 
my aifoofition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
fterill promontoric ; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
yon, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foule 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. What a pieceaworkeis 
man ' how noblein realon how infinitein faculties ! in forme and 
movin' 7 how expreffe and admirable! ina6tion how like an An- 
o e l ! inapprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quintefience of duft ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fouling 

youfeemetolayfo. ■ . 

Rof My Lord there was no fuch ftufte in my thoughts. 

Ham.\Nhy did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Rof.io thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers (hall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King fhall be welcome, his Majeftie 
fhall have tribute of mee , the adventurous Knight fhall ufe his 
foyle and target, the lover (hall not figh gratis, the humorous man , 
fhall end his part in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely, 
ortheblankeverfe fhall halt for’t. What players are they? 

Rof. Even thofe you were wont to take fuch delight m,the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation.' 

■ 1 Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they fb followed ? 

Rof No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. Tt is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived* 
give twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece for his pi Aura 
in little : s’blood there is (omething in this more than naturall, if 
Philofophy could finde it out. -d F lourifh. 

Gut 7. There are the players* 

Ham* 






Prince of Den m arke. 

Ha m. Gentlemen you are welcome to El femur , your hands r 
come t hen, th’appurtenance of welcome is jafluon and ceremo- 
ny, kt me comply with you in thisgarbe, left my extent :tot 
Plaiers, which I tell you muft fhew fairly outwards, fhould more 
appeare like entertainment than yours; you are welcome: but 
my Uncle-father and Aunt- mother are deceived. 

nt. i”mbut^adNOT^N | OTth-weft, when the wind is Sou- 
therly I know a hawke from a hand-faw* 

Enter Polonitu . 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Harkeyou Guyldenflern^od you too, at each eare a hea- 
rer, that great baby as you lee is not yet out ofhis fwadhng clouts. 

Rof. Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay 
an old man is twice a child. , , 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
markeit : You fay right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

Pol. My Lord I have newes to tell you. J- / * 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when Rojfiu* was an JC\ 
A&orinRomc. """ 

Pol. The Abtors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buz,buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham. Then came each A&or on his ane. 

<pol. Thebeft A&ors in the world, either for Tragedy,Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorali fcene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot bee too heavie, 
nor Plant ru too light for the law of writ and the liberty ; thefe are 

theonelymen. . , lrt , . 

Ham. O Jeptha Judge of Ifrael what a treafure hadft thou ? 

Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord 

Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved palling well. 

'Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Amlnoti’th right old Jeptha"? 

Pol. What followes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then yon know it came to 
paffe,as moftlike it was : thefirft row of the pans chanfbn will 

(hew 
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fliew you more, for looke where ray abridgement comes. 

Enter the Flayers . 

Ham. You are welcome matters, welcome all , T am glad to lee 
thee well, welcome good friends; oh old friend! why thy face is 
valanc’d fince I faw chee laft , com’ft thou to beard mee in Den- 
mark? ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle ! my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neerer to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome,wec'H 
e’en to’ t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paffionatefpeech. 

Player. What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. Iheard theefpeakemeafpeechonce,butit was never a- 
<?ced, orifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in liich matters cried in the 
top of mine , an excellent play , well digetted in the Icenes, let 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one laid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury, nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affe&ion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholelome as fweet, and by very 
much more handlome than fine ; one Ipeech in’c I chiefly loved, 
'twas tALneas talketo Dido, and thereabout ofit efpecially when 
he Ipeakes of Priams (laughter, if it live in your memory begin at 
this line, let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrhus like th'ircanian 
Beaft, ’tis not it begins with Pyrrh us , The rugged Pyrrhm,bs.% 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night referable. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion (mear'd 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, lonnes. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder,rofted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore. 

With 




(Prince of Denmark^ 

With eyes likeCarbuncle, the belli (h'Pjrrhu* 

°r SSJ Lold w^wuhgood taw , ndgwi 

TU,. Anon he find, him CdtoeuMt. 

Striking too Ibort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it tails. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall mate t, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftnkes wide. 

But with the whifte and winde of his fell fword 

Th’unnerved father falls. . 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous crafti 
Takes prifoner Pyrrhus eare : for loehis iword, 

W hich was declining on the milky head 
Of reverent ‘Priam, feem d i th ayre to ftickc. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood. 

Like a neutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 

A filence in the heavens, the rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold wind fpeechlefle , and the orbe below 
As hufti as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfed vengeance fetshim new aworke, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefferemorfc than Pyrrhus bleeding (word 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes and felloes from her wheele. 

And boule the round nave downe the hill ofheaven. 

As low as to the fiends- 
Pol- This is too long. 

Ha. It (hall to theBarbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he s 
for a jig, or a tale ofbawdry,or he deeps ; (ay on, come to Hecuba, 
play. But who, ah woe had feene tne mobled Queene* 
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Polo. That’s good. 

P lay. Run barefoot up and downe,threatning the flames* 

W ith Bifon rhume, a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem flood., and for a robe, 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of feare caught up. 

W ho this had feene, with tongue in venome fteepr, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d ; 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When fhelaw Pyrrhus make malicious iport 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands limbes, 

The inflant burfl of clamor that fhe made, 

Unlefle things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And paflion in the gods. 

_ Pol. Lcoke where he has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes :pretheeno more. 

Ham. ’Tis well. He have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bone.' 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well bellowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftraet andbriefe 
Chronicles ofthe time; afteryour death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than theirill report while you live. 

‘Pol. My Lord I will ufe them accordingto their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping ? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the lefle they deferve the more merit is in 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him ffiends,wee’ll fieare aplay to morrow.; doeft 
thou heare me oldfriend, can you play-the murder of Gonz,a?o ? 
Play. I my Lord- . f - . .. • 

Ham. W ee’ll hav’t to morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a fpeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I would let 
downe and infert in’t, could you not? 

P lay. I, my Lord. • r 

Ham. Very well : fellow that Lord , and Iookeyoumoekehim 
not- My good friends , He leave you till night, you are welcome 
to ElfenoHr. Exeunt Pol , and Players. 

Ref. 













Prince of Denmark^ 

Ref. Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham . 1 fo, God buy to you ; now am I alone, 

O what a Rogue and pefant Have am 1 1 
Is it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fi&ion, in a dreame of paflion. 

Could force his foule lb to his owne conceit. 

That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftraftion in’s alpeft, ^ 

A broken voice, and his whole funffion fating 
With formes to his conceit, and all for nothing, 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weep for her ? what would he doa 
Had he the motive, and that for paflion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares. 
And cleave the generalleare with horrid fpeech. 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like J^-a-dreames, unpregnant of my caufe. 

And can lay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon wnofe property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes me by’th nofe, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah Js’wounds I fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
I fhould have fatted all the region Kites 
W ith this flaves offall ; bloudy,baudy villaine, 
Remorflefle,trecherous, lecherous, kindlefle villain. 
W hy what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 

That I the fonne of a deare father murthered. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whore unpacke my heart with words, 
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And fall a curling likea very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’c, fbh. 

About my braines, hum, I have heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene 

Beene ftrooke fo to the (oule,that prdently 

They have proclaim’d their malefadUons : 

For murther though it have no tongue will Ipeake 
With moft miraculous organ- He have theft Players 
Play fomething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his Iookes, 

He tent him to the quicke,if a doe blench 
I know my courie. The fpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T’affume a pleafing fhape,yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly. 

As he is very potent with fitch Ipirits, 

Abufes me to damne me : He have grounds 
More relative than this, the Play’s the thing 
W herein He catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 

Enter King . , Queene , Polonius , Ophelia, Rofencraus, Cjujl- 
denfterxe, Lords. 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fb harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie? 

Rof. He does confefle hefeeles himfelfe diftra&ed. 

But from what caufe he willby nomeanes fpeake. 

Gujl-Nor doe we find him forward to be lounded s 
But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to iome confeffion 
Of his true eftate. 

Did he receive you well ? 

Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Gujl. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

°fqueftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Qnee. Did you allay him to any paftime? 

Rof. Madam, it fo fell out that certaine Players 

We 



Prince ofDc nmarfc* 

We ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told himj 
And there did feeme in him a kind of joy 
To heare of it ; they are here about the Court, 

And as I thinke they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol.’Tis moft true. 

And he befeecht me to entreat your Majelties 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. W ith all my heart. 

And it doth much content me. 

To heare him fo inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. We lhall my Lord. Exeunt Rof.& fUjl- 

King. Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither 
That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ophelia ; her father and my felfe, 

Wee’ll fo beftow our felves,that feeing unfeene 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 

And gather by him as he is behav’d, 

If’t be th’afflidion of his love or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee. I {ball obey you : 

Am for my part Ophelia I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
O f Hamlets wildneffe,fo lhall Ihope yourvertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both yonr honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I with it may. 

Pol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
We will beftow our felvcs ; read on this Booke, 

That (hew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelineffe : we are oft to blame in this, 

Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 
And pious aftion we doe lugar o’re 
The divell himfelfe. 

King. O ’cis too true : 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

How fmart a Iafhthat fpeech doth give my confcfence ! 
The harlots cheekebeautied with plaftringart. 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden ! Enter Hamlet 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queflion, 
Whether’ds nobler in the mind tofuffer 
The ilings and arrovves of outragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a fea of croubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to lay we end 
The heart-ake, and the thoufand naturall fhockes 
That flelih is heire to ; ’tis a conlummation 
Devoutly to be wiflit, to dye tofleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub, 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come, 

W hen we have fhuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity of 16 long life : 

For who would beare the whips and lcornesoftime, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proud mans contumely, . 
The pangs of defpifed love, and thelavves delay. 

The inlolence of office, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The undilcover’d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller returnes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thole ills we have. 

Than fiye to others that we know not of 
Thus confeience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrelolution 
Is licklied ore with the pale call of thought i 
And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 
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Prince o/Denmarke. 

And lofethe name of afiion. Sofc you now, 

Thefaire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my fins remembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you, well. 

OphelMy Lord I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

Ham . No, not I, I never gave you ought, 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And wit h them word s of lo fweet breath compoled 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft. 

Take thele againe : for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire?. 

Ophel. W hat meanes yourLordfhip ? 

Ham. That if you bee honeft and faire , you flhould admit no 
difrourle to your beauty. 

Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie. 

Elam, i truly, for the power of beautie will looner transforme 
honeftie from what it is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
trar.flate beauty to his likenefle: thiswas fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebeleeve lb. 

Ham. You flioula not have beleev’d mee, for vertue cannot lo 
evacuate our old ftocke bur we fhall rellilh ofit : I loved you not. 

Ophel. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee aNunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners ? I am my felfe indifferent honeft, but yet I could accule me 
of fuch things,that it were better my mother had not born me : I 
am very proud, revengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
> or time to aft them in : what fhould fuch fellowes as I doe 
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TkeTrazedy e/Hamlet 

crawlingbetweene earth andheav=n?»e « »'«^nav«,be- 

leeve none of us, go thy waiesto a Nunry. W y 

Ophel. At home my Lord. . 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, ( 

That he may play the foole no where but in s ovvne hou e. 

Farewell. 

ry, marrie a foole, for wifcmen know well enough what monfters 
you make ofthem : toaNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and 

blejnd you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make y^r 
wantonneffe ignorance ; go too,IIe no more on t, it hath made me 
mad : I fay we will have no moe marriages, thofe that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft lhall keepe as they are : to a 

Nunriegoe. , Extt ' , 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne . 

TheCourciers,Souldiers, Scholars, eie, tongue, (word, 

Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle offafhion, and the mould offorme, 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moftdejeft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft foveraigne reafon 
Like (weetbels jangled out of time, and harlh. 

That unmatcht forme and ftature ofblowne youth 
Blaftedwith extafie. O woe is me - 

T’ have foen what I have feen, fee what I fee . Exit. 

Enter King And T olenites. 

King. Love ! his affe&ions doe not that way tend. 

For vwiat he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,there’s fomethingin his fonle 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt the hatch and the difclofe 
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Prince of Denmarke.’ 

Will be feme danger j which for to prevent 

I have in quicke determination 

Thus fet downe : he (hall with (peed to England, 

For the demand of our negledled tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different, 

W ith variable obje&s (hall expell 
This (omething fetled matter in his heart, 

Whereon hisbraines ftill beating, 

Puts him thus from fafhion of himlelfe. 

What thinke you on’t ? 

Pol. It (hall doe well : 

But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement of it 
Sprung from negle&ed love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet (aid, 

W e heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To (hew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And lie be plac’d ( fo pleafe you) in the eare 
Of all their conference : if (he find him not. 

To England (end him, or confine him where 
Y our wifdome beft (hall think. 

King. It (hall be fo, 

Madnefle in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 

Ham . Speake the (peech I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier (poke my lines: nor do 
not faw the aire too much with your hand,thus, but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it fmoothnefle : O it offends mee to the foule to heare a ro- 
buftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paffion to totters , to very 
rags, to (pleet theeares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
I would have (uch a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it out- 
Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. 

Play. I warrant your honour. 
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T\rt Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

~ Ham Be not too tame neither, but let your own difcretionbe 
your tutor; futetheaaiontothe word, the word to . theaftion, 
with this fpeciall obfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftie 
of Nature : For any thingfoore-doneisfromthe purpofeofplay- 
ing. whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as twere 
the Mirrour up to nature , to (hew vertue her feature, fcorneher 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time hisforme and 
preflure : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it make* 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
ccnliireof which one mnftin your allowance ore-wagh a whole 
Theater ofothers. O there be Players that lhavefeeneplay, and 
heard others praife.and thathighly, nottofpeakit profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians? nor the gate o Chriftianj 
Pagan, nor man, have fo ftrutced and bellowed, that I have thought 
fornc of Natures Journy-men had made men, and not made them 
well, they imitated humanity lb abominably. 

AM.Ihope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 

Ham.O reforme it altogether: and let thofe that play yoflr 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fee downe for them , for there be 
of them that will themfeives laugh, to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren (pedfators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
neceflary queftion of theP lay be then to be confidereu : that s vil- 
lanous, andH.evvesamoff pitifull ambition in the Foolethacu- 
fes it : goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
hearc this piece ofworke? 

Enter Polonius,Cjujldenfi erne, and Rojencram . 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prelently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafle.Will you two help to baften 

Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt thofe two. (them. 

Ham . What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Here fweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as juft a maa 
As ere my converfation cop’t withall. 

Hora.O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haft but thy good Ipirit s 

To feed and cloath thee ? why told the poor be flattered ? 

No> 
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(Prince of Denmarke." 

No, let the candied tongue licke abfurd pompe, 
Andcrooke the pregnant hinges oftheknee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou heare . 
Since my deare foule was Miftri s of her choice, 

And could ofmendiftinguifhhereleaiop, 

Sh’ath feal’d thee for her felle: for thou haft bin 
As one in differing all that fuffers nothing ; 

A man that fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft ta’n with equall thanks : and bleft are thole 
Whole blood and judgement are fo well corned le d 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To found what flop fhe pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paffions flave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, L in my heart of heart. 

As I doe thee. Something too much of this: 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene ofit comes neere the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeftthat Acf on foot 

Even with the very comment of thy foule 

Obferve my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfc unkennell in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 

As VulcansRkhy :give him heedfull note, c. 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, — 

And after we will both our judgements join® 

In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. Well myLora, 

Ifa ftealeougbt thewhilft this Play is playing 
And fcape dete6f ion, I will pay the theft. 

Snter Trumpets and Kettle Drums, King) 
jQueen,P olonius , Ophelia. 

2T4i».They are comming to the play, I muft be idle. 
$et you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet . 



ca- tr* 












Ham. Excellent ifaith, 











-V'. Ii ’li ' i ' 1 1 1 1 ' 1 1 ^rYrifPIrif : _ 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Promi{e-cram’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord- 
You plai’donceintheUniverfity you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Aft or. 

Ham. What did you ena& 

Pol. I did enaft Julius (fa far, I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lo capitall a calfe there. 
Be the Players ready? 

R of. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. - 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metali more attractive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, fhall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 

Ophel. Whit is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what fhould a man doe 
but be merry: for looke you how cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell weare black, for He have 
a lute of fables :0 heavens /dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeerc ; but berLady a muft build Churches then or 
elfe fhall a fuflfer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe E- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The Trumpets found. Dumbe fhew follower. 

Enter a King and a Queen, the Queene embracing him, and he 
her, he t akes her up, and declines his head upon her necks , he lyes 

him 
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him downe upon a banks of flowers , fhe feeing htm afleepe lfff ves 
h im : anon comes in another man , takes off his Crowns, kfffes it, 
poures poifon in the fleepers eares , and leaves him t the Queen re- 
turnes,findes the King dead, makes paffionate allion, thepoifoner 
with fome three or f our e. comes in again, feem to condole wtth her, 
the dead body is carried away , the poif tner woes the Queene with 
gifts, fhe femes harfh a while, but in the end accepts love. 

Ophel. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham- Marry it is munching Mallico, it meanes mncbiefo. 

Ophel. Belike this fhew imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We fhall know by this fellow. Enter Prologue. 

The Players cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

'• Ophel. Will a tell us what this fhew meant? 

Ha. I, or any fhew that you will fhew him,be not you afham d 
to fhew,hee’ll not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, lie marke the Play. 

Trologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency, 

W e begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring . 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

> Ham . As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Heptanes fait wafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutuallin mod facred bands. 

fllue. So many journies may theSun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from your former ftate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love. 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 

G 3 Now 
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Tfo Tragedy of Hamlet 

Now what my love isproofe hath made you know. 
And as my love is ciz’d my teare is (b : 

Where love isgreat , the littleft doubts are feare ; 
Where little fears grow great,great love grows there. 

•iT/Hf -Faith I mull leave thee love,and (hortly toQ, 
My operant powers their functions leave to doe, 
And thou (halt livcin this faire world behind, 
Honour’d, belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband (halt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft l 
Such love muft needs be trealbn in my bread. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : 

The inftances that fecond marriage move 
Are bafe relpe&s of thrift, but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak, 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flave to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree, 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be* 

Moft neceflary ’cis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion we propofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpole loie ; 

The violence of cither griefe or joy 
Their owne ena<ftures with themfelvesdeftroy ; 
Where joy moftrevells griefe doth moft lament : 
Griefe joy, joy griefes, on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ((range, 

That even our loves (hould with our fortunes change: 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flies, 
The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies: 

And hitherto doth fovc on fortune tend. 



Ham. That's 
wormwood. 
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For who not needs (hall never lacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Pireftly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun. 

Our wills and fates doe io contrary run, 

That our devices ftili are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their endsnone of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dye thy thought,? when thy firft Lord is dead. 

0»*r.Nor earth to me give food,nor heaven light, 

Sport and repofe locke from me day and nigha, 

To defperation turne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope, 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purfiie me lading ftrife, Ham.lxmt fhoula 
If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now. 

King. ’Tis deeply fworne :(vveet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 

Quee Sleep rocke thy braine, _ . 

And never come mifehance betweene ns twaine. Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me tbinkes • 

Ham. O but fhee’ll keepe her word. . 

Kin Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in t r 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i th 
King. What doe you call the play ? (world. 

Ham . The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play is the 
image of a murther done in Vienna, Qen&ago is the Dukes name, 
his wife Bapttfta. you fhall fee ‘anon, ’tis a knavifli piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we (ball have free foules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , our withers are un- 
wrung. This is one Lucianw Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciantu . / 

Ophel. You are as good as a Chernt my Lord. 

Ham I could interpret betweene you and your love 
If I could fee the puppits dallying. 
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Ophel. Y ou are keene my Lord, you are keene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 
Ophel. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z^c.Thoughts black, hands apt,drugs fit, and cime agreeing, 
Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds colle<51ed, 

W ith Hecats bane thrice blafted, thrice infe&ed. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On wholfbme life ufurps immediately. 

Ham. A poifbns him i’th garden for his eftate,his name’s 

the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italian:you fhall 
lee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gon^agoes wife. 

Ophel. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pel. Give ore theplay. 

King. Give me fome light, a way. 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all hut Ham er Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muft watch whileft feme muft fleep. 

Thus runs theworld away. Would not this fir,and aforreftoffoa- 
t hers, if the reft of my fortunes turnTurk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d fhooes,get me a fellowftiip in a city of plaiers > 

Hora. Halfe a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.- 

Horatio ’ lk take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didft perceive? ' a U1UUU11,U 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke ofthepoifoning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham. 
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Prince of Denmark?." 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. . „ 

Enter Rofencratu and guyldenflerne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. SirawholeHiftorie. 

Guyl.Tht King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With dirinke fir? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choler. . 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould ftiew it felfe more richer tofig- 
nifie this to the Do6tor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difcourfe into fome frame, 

And ftare not fo wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queene your mother in moft great affliction of lpi- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guy .Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fhall pleafe you to make mee a wholfome anfwer , I will doe 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turne fhall be the end of thebufineffe. 

Ham.Sir I cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord ? 

Ha .Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wit’s difeas’d,but fir, fuch 
anfwer as I can make you (hall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay. 

Rof. Then thus (he faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonilh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of thj* mothers admiration ? impart. 

Rof. She defires to fpeak with yfiS in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were (he ten times our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us ? 

Rof. Mv Lord vou once did love me. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftealers. 

R of. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper? you doe 
lurely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , ifyou deny your 
griefes to your friend. 1 1 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice ofthe Kin® hirn- 
felfe for your fucceflion in Denmark? ? ° 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham . I fir, but while the grafTe growes ; the proverbe is fome- 
tbing mufty : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if vou 
wou Id drive me in to a toi le ? } 

Gh.O my Lord, if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerlv 

Ha. I do not well underftand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 1 r ' 

Ham. I pray you. 

CJayl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. I befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt isaseafieas lying ; govern thefe ventages with yourfin- 
eers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
dlfcourfemoft eloquent mufick : look you, thefe are the flops 

Ham. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flop/ 
you would plucke out the heart ofmy my flene, you would found 
mee from my low eft note to my compaffe, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice an this littleorgan , yet cannot you mak™t 
^eake.s bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on dian a pipe? 

Call me what mftrument you will, though you fret me no/ vou 
cannot play upon me. God blcfle you fir . & * y 

Enter Polomus. 

kId! /° r ? thC Q ~ een , WGuld with you,and prefently 

Ham. Me thinkes itislikea Wezell 
It is blacke like a Wezell. 

Ham, 



<Prince of Denmarke.’ 

Ham- Or like a Whale. 

/W.Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and by; 

They fofce me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by 
Leave mewiSnds.' 

I will, lay fo. By andby is eafily laid. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawnc,and hell it felfe breathes out 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot blood* 
And doe luch bufinefle as the bitter day 
W ould quake to looke on : loft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The Ibule of Hero enter this firme bolbme ! 
Letmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words foevcr fhe be fhent, 

To give themfeales never my foule conlent. 

Enter King,Rofencraus,andGuyldenJterHC. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth nourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. W e will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religious feareitis 
To keepe thole many many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weale depends and refts 
The lives of many :the cefle of Majefty 
Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’sneareit withit : oritis a maffie wheele, 

Fixt on the lbm|(fet of the higheft mount. 
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The Tragedy e/Hamlet 

To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand leffer things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls. 

Each fmall arinexment , pettie confequence * 

Attends the boiftrousraine, never alone ip- 

Did the King figh,buta generall grone- 
King. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Polonim, 

Pol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 

Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 

To heare the proceffejle warnt fhee’l tax him home; 

And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

'Tis meet that fome more audience than a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 
lie call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. Exit. 

King. Thankes dearemy Lord. ’ 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t ; 

A brothers murder : pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will, 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 Hand in paufe where I fhall firft begin. 

And both negleft : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fveet heavens 
To wafli it white as fnow ? whereto ferves mercy, 

But to confront the vifage ofoffence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then Jle lookeup : 

My fault ispaft : but oh 1 what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murther 3 
That cannot be,fince I am foil poffeft 



Of 



(prince o/Denmarke. 

Ofthofe/ffeas for which I did the murther, 

My Crowne,mineowne ambition, and my Que 
May one be pardoned and retaine th’offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may fbew by juftice, 

And oft ’tisfeene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’tis not fo above, 

There is no fliuffling, there the aaion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felves compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence : what then ? what reft s ? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ft ate ! O bolome blacke as death 1 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobefree. 

Art moreingaged ! helpe Angels,make aflay. 

Bow ftubborn knees, and hearts with firings of fteele. 
Be foft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet. 

JiAtaz.Now might I do it, but now a is praying. 

And now Iledo’t, audio a goes to heaven. 

And fo am I reveng’d ? that would be fcann’d ; 

A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven : 

Why this is bafe and filly, — — not revenge ; 

A tooke my father groffely, full ofbread. 

With all hiscrimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

’Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his foule. 

When heis fit and feaioned forhispaflage? 

No, 

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid hent. 

When he is drunke , afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftuous pieafure of his bed, 

. At game, a Iwearing, or about fome a& 
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• ^ Tta Tragedy of Hamlet 

That has no rellifh of falvation in’t, 

Then trjp him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his ioule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes. 

This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit. 

King. My words flye up, my thoughts remaine below, 

\V ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. Exit. 

Enter Gertrard and Polonitu. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes havebin too broad tobeare with, 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He lilence me even here, 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. lie warrant you, feare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

G er. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet l 
Ham. What’s the matter now 
Cj er. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not lo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not io, you are my mother. 

(jer- Nay then He let thofe to you that canipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you fhall not budge, 
Y ou goe not till I fet you up a glafle 
W here you may fee the molt part of you- 

Ger. W hat wilt thou doe ? thou wilt not murder me ? 

Helpe ho. 

Pol. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead, 

Pol. O I am flaine. 

CJer. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger . O what a rafli and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. 



Trince of Denmarke. 

Ham. Abloudy deed, almoft as bad good mother 

As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger AskillaKing?. 

Ham. I Lady, it was my word. . 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding fbole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou findeft to be too bufie is fome danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hearr,for fo I fhall. 

If it be made of penetrable ftuffe. 

If damned cuflome have not braz’d it fo. 

That it be proofe and bul warke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and blufh ofmodefty, 

Calls venue hypocrite, takes offtheRofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a bli fter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contradf ion pluckes 
The very foule , and fweet Religion makes v 
A raplbdie of words, heavens face does glow 
Ore this folidity and compound made 
W ith heated vifage, as againft the doome. 

Is thought-ficke at the a<5f. 

Quee. Ay me, what aft ? 

AT* .That roares fo loud, and thunders in the Index : 

Looke here upon this pifture , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiperions curies, the front of Jove himfelfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A Ration like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heave, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 

W here every god did feeme to fet his feale. 

To give the world aflurance of a man. 
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Tin Tragedy of Hamlet 

This was your husband : look you now what follows. 

Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 

Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ■ ha ! have you eyes ? 

Y on cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
Would Hep from this to this ? fenfe lure you have, 

Elfe could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnelfe would not erre, 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To ferve in fitch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans a 11, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not lb mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy bluftv? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue beaswaxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as actively aothburne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

Cjer. O Hamlet (peake no more, •* 

Thou turn’ll: my very eyes into my foule, 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there theirtindf. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In theranke fweat of an inceftuous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares. 

No more fweet Hamlet . 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flav« . 



(Prince of Den marked 

A Have that is not twentieth part the kyth 
Of your precedent Lord, a vice of-Kings, 

A Cut-purfeofthe Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious diadem dole, 

And put it in his pocket. Enter Gheft. 

Ham. A King of fhreds and-patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 

Ger. Alafle hee’s mad. 

Ham . Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide. 

That lap’ll in time, and paflion lets goe by 
Th’important ailing of your dread command? O lay t 
Ghofi. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits ; 

O ftepbetweene her and her fighing lbule ! 

Conceit in weakell bodies ftrongeft workes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is if with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alalfehowis’t with you, 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall airedo hold dilcourfe? 

Forth at your eyes your Ipirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and (lands an end : O gent le fonne ! . 

Upon the heat and flame of ’thy diflemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doe you looke ? 

Ham.On him,on him,look you how pale he gleres. 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to Hones 
Would make them capable; doe not look upon me. 

Left with this piteous ailion you convert 
My Herne effeits ; then what I have to doe 
Will want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? t- 1 n : : 

Nothing at all, yet-all that is there I fee* ; 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

/ ger. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ger- No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in nis habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit (jhojh 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine, 

This bodilefle creation extafie i s very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthfull mulick : it is not madnefle 
That I have urtred, bring me to the teft, 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould garnbole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering un&ion to your foule. 

That not your trefpafle but my madnefle (peakes j 
It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place, 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedls unfeene : confefle your felfe to heaven. 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not fpread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue, 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe ofvice muft pardon begge, 

Y ea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twaine* 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Aflume a vertue ifyou have it not, 

That monfter cuftome, who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this, 

That to the uleof adlions faire and good 
He likewife gives a frocke or Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that fhall lend a kinde of eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafie ; 

For ufe almoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once moregoodjnight. 

And when you are defiroustobe blell 

Re 



frince of Denmark^ 

He blefllngbeg of you : for this fame Lord 
I doe repent, but heaven hath pleas’d it to. 

To punifh me with this, and this with me, 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifler: 

I will beftow him, and will anfwer well _ 

The death I gave him ; to againe good night. 

Imuftbpcruellonely to be kinde, ... 

‘ Tl$?$ badbegins, and worfe remaines behind. 

One worthmore good Lady. 

Ger. What (ball I doe? , „ 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that Ibid you doe. 

Let theblowt King tempt you to bed againe, 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke,call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of reechy kifles, 

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers. 

Make you to ravell all this matter out, 

Thatleflentially am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know. 

For who that’s but Queen, faire, fober, wife, 

W ould from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe lb ? 

No, in delpight of fenfe and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou aflur’d if words be made of breath. 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 
ger. Alacke I had forgot, 

'Tis to concluded on. 

/^.There’s letters feal’d,i& my twofehool-fellowsi 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They beare the mandate, they muft fweep my way, 

And marfball me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For 'tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar,an’t fhallgoe hard 

1 2 But 
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1 be i rdgedy of Hamlet 

But I will delveone yard below their Mirie£ 

And blow them at the Moone : O ’tig moft Tweet 
When in one line two crafts dire&iy meet. 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counleller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifti prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Enter King and Queen, with Rofencram 
and Guyldenfierne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaves. 
You muft tranflate/tis fit we underftand them : 

Where is yourlbnne? 

Gen . Beftow this place on us a little while. ' 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I ieene to night ? 

King. What Gertrard , how does Hamlet . ? 

GVr.Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefie fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing lomethins ftir. 

Whips cut his Rapier, cryesaRatfa Rar, :c; f - - 

And in this brainilh apprehenfion kills 

The unfcene good old man. *\ ' • 

IOng.O heavie deed! 

It had been lo with us had We been there; ' 

His liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your lelfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how lhall this bloody deed be anfwered ^ 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept lhort,reftrain’d, add out ofhaunt 1 

This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a fbule difeafe. 

To keepit froai. divulging, Jet it feed 
Even on the pith of life wh ere is he gone ? 

nr ^f r ; T ° draw a P art tbe body he hath kill’d. 

Ore whom his very madnelTe, like Come Ore 
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Amongaminerallofmetallbale, r- Q y ? 

Shewesit fclfe pure, a-wieps for vvfiatis done, y'.. 

King- Gertrard come away, . 

The Sunne no lboner fhall the mountaines touch 

But we will fhip him hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Guy Id. 

Both countenance and excule. Ho Guyldenfierne , 

Friends both, goejoine with you fome farther aide, 

Hamlet in maanefle hath Polonius flame, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

Goe feeke him out, fpeake fatre, andbringthebody ' ■ 

Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this: :n>': • r ' : :K:s 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll callup our wileft friends. 

And letthem knowboth wharwemeanetodoe, • /' -Yu 
And what’s untimely done. 

Whole whilper ore the worlds Diameter, ■ ' ydi r. : v an 

As levell asthe Cannon to his-blanke ' 

Tranfports his poyfoned fhor, may mifle our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away, ---• 

My louleisfullcfdilcordand difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, R ofenomm,»hd othWii- 
Ha. Safely flow’d : but loft Iyv What noife ? Who calls ohHamlet? 
O here they come. 

Rof. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

-So/iTell us where ’tis; that we may^keicthdfice, 
Andbeareit to the Chappell; .%xisn<'“.dr Mgr;;. 

Ham-Dotnot beleeveit. .L '.' n' - 
Rof. Beleeve what 




.Re/. Take you me fora lpunge my lord , 

Ha. I fir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities :butfuch Officers doe the King beft lerviceinrhe end, 
he keeps them like an apple in the corner of his jaw j firft mouth’d 
to he laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
but fqueefing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

/ 3 Rof- 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

if o/. 1 underftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavifh fpeech fleeps in a foolifh eare.^ 

Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not’with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

CJuyl. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt. 

Enter King and two or three. 

King. I have fent to feek him,and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the ftrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftrafted multitude. 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis fo, th’offenders fcourge is waigh’cf. 

But never the offence rtobeare all fmooth and even. 

This hidden fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe ; difeafes defperate growne 
By defperate appliance are reliev’d, 

' Ornotatall. 

Enter Rofencratu,andallthe reft. 

King.Wcm now ? what hath befallen ? 

Rof. W here the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
W e cannot get from him . 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleafere. 1 

King. Bring him before us. q 

Rof Ho, bring in the Lord. They enter. 

King.Now Hamlet , where’s Poloniut ? 

Ham. At flipper.: j 

King. At fupper ? where ? 

Ha . Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo- 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice,two difhes but to one table, that’s the end. 

Ring. Alas, alas 1 

Ham. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King,’ 

eat 



Trince of Dcnmarke. 

eat ofthefifb that hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doeft thou meane by this ? 

Afow. Nothing but tofhew you how a King may goe a pro- 
grefle through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Poloniiu ? 

Ham. In heaven , fend thither to fee,if your meflenger find him 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe: but indeed it you 
find him not within this moneth,you fhall nofe him as you go up 
the ftaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goe feeke him there. 

Ham. A will flay tillyoucomc. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciall fafety. 

Which we doe tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence : 

Therefore prepare thy felfe. 

The Barke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’affociatestend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England . ? 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England e 
Farewell deare mother. 

King. Thy loving father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one flefh,and lb my mother. 

Come, for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard. 

Delay it not, He have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte? 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifb fword, and thy free awe 
• Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly fee 

Our 
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The prefenc death dock England, 

For like the Hedticke in my blood herages, . r .:. : 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’ids. done, . - . . 



Howeremyhaps,my joye&willnerebegin; k n •••.,. '■■■Exit. 

Enter F.orthtbrkjfewitbhid Armyokjerthe Staget ~f' Y ' ' ~.y.i 
Fortin. Goe Captaine,from megreetthe Danifh King, 

Tell him that by his licence Fortinbrajfe ' - 7 • 

Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march 
Overhis kingdome; you know" the rendezvous, 

Ifthat his Majeftie would ought with us 
Wefhallexprefleour duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. 
fop. I will doe’t my Lord. 

Fertile. Goe foftly on. . .. or’; :. . ". V 

Enter HamUt, Ref eifcr&usi&c. ; T 

Ham. Good fir whole powers are thefe ? ; b 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. ^ j . ...... 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you? 

Cap. Againfl fome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? ': !■ , > 

Cap. The Nephew ofoid Norway, Fortinbraffe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of ‘Poland fir. 

Or for lorne frontier ? ' 

Cap . Truely to Ipeake, and with no addition, ' ‘ : 

W e goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it, 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 

A ranker rate, fhould it be lold infee. - v. 

Ham. Why then the Ptllacknevetwitt defend it. 

Cap. Nay ’cis already garrilond. 

Ham. Twothoufand loulesand 20000. duckets •” 

Wdl not debate the queftion of this ftraw; 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and fhewes rto caufe without 
Why the man dyes. J humbly thanke you fir. • - 
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! Prince of Denmarke. 

Cap. God buy your fir. 

Rof. Wil’t pleale you goe my Lord ? i;| *’ Jr J 

Ham- lie be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 

How all occafions doe informe againfl; me. 

And (pur my dull revenge ? What is a man. 

If his chiefe good and market ofhis time 
Be but to (leepe and feed ? a beaft, no more.’ 

Sure he that made ns with fuch large dileourfe. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realbn 
To foil in us unus’d mow whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or feme craven fcruple 
1 Ofthinkingtooprecilelyon th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wildom. 

And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
Why yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I have caufe,and will, and ftrength, and meanes 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

W itnelfe this army of liich mafle and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

- W hole lpirit with divine ambition puft 

Makes mouthes at theinvifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and uniiire 
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument, 

But greatly to -finde quam liin a ftraw, 

W hen honour’s at the flake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 

Excitements of my realbn and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fbame Ilee 
The imminent death of twenty tbouland men. 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe totheir graves like beds ,fight for a plot 

^u er c°- nthenumbers cannot trythecaufe. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
Tohidetheflaine? Ofromthis timeforth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

K 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard , anda Gentleman* 

Qtiee. I will noc fpeake with her. 

Gent. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftrad, her mood will needs be pittied. 

Qtiee. What would fhe have ? 

gent. She fpeakes much of her father ,fayes fhe heares 
There’s trickcsi’th world, and hems, and beats her heart* 

Spumes envioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe lenfe,her fpeech is nothing. 

Yet the unfhaped ufe ofit doth move 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

Which as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought^ 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Hora.' Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for fhe may ftrew 
Dangerous conje&ures in ill-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Ophelia, 

Qtiee. « To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to feme great amiflej 
“So full of artleflejealoufie is guilt, 

“ It fpills it felfe in fearing to be /pile. 

Ophel. Where is the beauteous majefty dtBenmarhe ? 

Qtiee. How now Ophelia ? She ftngs. 

Ophel. How fhould l your true love know from another one ? 
By his cockle hat and % ftaffe»and by his fendall fhoone. 

Qtiee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fbng ? 

Ophel . Say you, nay pray you marke. 

: is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song* 

At his head a grafle-greene turfe, at his heeles a ftone. 

€)ho. 

guee. Nay but Oph e lid 

Oph. Pray you mark. White his fhrowd as the mountain fnow. 

Enter King. 

Qtiee. Alas, lookehere my Lord. 

Ophel. Larded all with fweet flowers. Song, 

Which beweept to theground did not goe. 

With true love fhowers. 



( Prince o/Denmarke." 

King. How doe you pretty Lady. 

Ophel. Well, good dildyou , they lay the Owlewas a Bakers 
daughter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
maybe. God be at your table. 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Ophel. Pray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it meanes,fay you this.- 

To morrow is S. V dentines day. Song. 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rofe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 
Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 
King.Vzetty Ophelia. 

Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on’t. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fhame. 

Young men will doe’t if they come to’t, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed. 

(He anfwers.^ So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be pattent : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fliall know ofit, & fo I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her dole, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deep griefe , it fprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard , 

When fbrrowes come they come not Angle fpies. 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonnegone,and he moft violent author 
Of his owne juft remove $ the people muddied, 

Thicke and unwhollome in thoughts and whifpers 
For good P olenites death, & we have done but greenly 
Jn hugger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement. 
Without which we are but pi&ures, or meere beads* 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds* 
And wants not buzzers to infect his eare 
With pedilent fpeeches of his fathers, death, 

W herein neceffity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perfbn to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Qertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me fuperfluous death. A wife within. 

Enter Meffenger, 



ire. yob," 



What is the matter? 

<~MeJfen.Save your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering ofhis lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chulewe Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King. 

Oue.Uow cheerfully on the falfe traile they cry, A wife within* 
O this is counter you falle Danifti dogges. 

Enter Laertes with ethers . 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs fland you all without. 

clAU. No let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

*All. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile Kin® 

Give me my father. 

Qne. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that 5 s calme proelaimes me baftard, 

Criee 




Prince o/Denmarke. 

Cries Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chad unlmerched brow 
Ofmy true mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes lb Giant-like ? 

Let him goe Gertrard, doe not feare our perlon j 
There’s fuch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but peepe to what it would, 

Adis little ofhis will : tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incens’t : let him goe Gertrards 

Speakeman. 

Laer • W here is my father ? 

King. Dead- 

Quee. But not by him* 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be jugledwitht: 

To hell allegeance, vowes to the blacked Divell, 

Confidence and grace to the profounded pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be reveng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who iball ftay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes. He husband them lb well 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes , ifyou defire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That loop- flake, you will draw both friend and fbe. 

Winner and lofer. ? 

Z/dfr. Nonebut his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide lie ope my armej, 

And like the kinde Jife-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood. 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good childe, and a true G entleman, 

.Tftat I am guiltlefle of your fathers death, 

. And ; 
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The Tragedy o/Hamkt 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it. 

It {ball as levell to your judgement pcare 

As day does to your eye. A neife with t»> 

Enter Ophelia* 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now? what noife is that? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares ieven times fait 
Burne out the ienfe and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefle fhallbe paid with waight 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May 1 
Deare maid, kind filter , Iweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens 1 is’t poffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life 1 

Ofhel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song* 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could move thus. 

Ophel. You muft fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a- O how-the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfe fteward that ftole his Mafters ’daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ofhel. There's Rofemary, that’s for remembrance, pray you 
^ love remember, and there’s Paneies, that’s for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madnes,thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ofh. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew for 
you , and here’s (bme for mee , wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew wich a difference; there’s a 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my father died ; they lay a made a good end. 

For bonny Iweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and affli&ions, paflion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettlnefle- 

Ofhel. And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as Ihow, 

Flaxen 



Prince of Denmark^ 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we call away moane, 

God a mercy on nis foule, and all Chriftian foules. 

God buy you- 

Laer. Doe you this O God ? 

King.Laertes I muft commune with your griefe, 

Or you deny me right ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they lhall heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 

If by direct or by collaterall hand 

They finde us toucht, we will our kingdome give, 

Our Crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in latisfadfion ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience 'to US, 

And we {hall jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funerall. 

No Trophey,fword, nor Hatchment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor fbrmall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven* 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 

King. So you (hall. 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fair. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt* 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would Ipeake with me ? 

Cen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you* 
Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylers J 
Say. God blefle you fir. 

Hora. Let him blefle thee too.’ 

Say. A {ball fir an’t pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffadour that was bound for England, if your 
name be Horatio , as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio , when thou (halt have over-look’t this, give thefe 
fellowes fome meanes to the King, they have Letters for him. Ere 

wee- 
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we were two dayes old at Tea , aPirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gave us chafe.Finding our felves too flow of fade, we put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere ofour fhip,lb I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy , but they knew 
what they did ; I am to do a turne for them.Let the King have the 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much (peed as 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine eare will 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord ofthe 
matter, thele good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen- 
icratu and Guyldenfterne hold their courfe for England ) of them I 
have much to teli thee. Farewell. 

So thattkou-knovoeft thine , 

Hamlet. 

Hora. Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters^ 

And doe’t the (peedier that you may diredt me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt « 

Enter King and Laertes » 

King. Now muft your conlcience my acquittance leale, 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfuedmy life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
Socriminall and capitall in nature. 

As by yqurfafety,greatne(Te,wifdome,aIl things elfe. 

You mainly wereftirr’d up. 

King, o for two (peciall reafons, 

W h ich may to you perhaps feem much unfi nnow’d. 

But yet to me tha’re ftrong : the Queen his mother 

Lives almoft by his Iookes, and for my lelfe, 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which. 

She is (o conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I cou ld not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 

Who 
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Who dipping all his faults in their affe&ion, 

Worke like the Spring that turneth wood to (tone. 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too (lightly timbered for fo loved armes, < r 

Would have reverted to my bow againe, *v. 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

Laer- And ib I have a noble father loft, 

A fitter driven into delperate tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praifes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfe&ions: but my revenge will come* 

King . Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinkc 
That we are made of ftufife fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beards be fhooke with danger. 

And thinke it paftime : you 'fliort ly (hall heare more. 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe. 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Meffengerwith Letters. 

Mejf. Thele to your Majefty,this to the Queen. 

King From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Mef Sailers my Lord they fay, I faw them nor, 

They were given me by Claudio, he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you (ball heare them: leave US. . 

High and mighty, you (hallknow I am fet naked on your King- 
dome : to morrow (hall I beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes, when 
I (hall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
my fudden returne. 

King. What (hould thisjmeane ? are all the reft come backe? 
Oris it lome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’T is Hamlets character. Naked 1 
And in a poft-feript here he (aies alone, 

Canycudeviieme? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come. 

It warmes the very (icknefle in my heart, 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

L. King, 
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King, If it be (o Laertes, 

As how fliould it be fb, how otherwife, 

; Wih you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, fb you will not ore-rule me to a peace* 5 
King. Tij thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he iball not chufe but fall, 

And for his death nowind of blame fhall breathe. 

Bur even his mother fhail uncharge the practice. 

And call ir accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather ifyou coukidevifeitfo 
That I might be the organ. i.s 

King It falls right : 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
W icrein they. lay you fhine ; your fiimme of parts 
Did not together pluckefuch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,’ 

Yet needfoll too, for youth no lefle becomes 
J he light and carelefle livery that it weares. 

Than letled age his fables, and his weeds, 

&^'! 8 ^ aldl , and gwyenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy*, 

I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d againft the Trench , 

Had v/ r ey h! an ^ 1J , on u horfe - back e shut this Gallant 




— incorp’ft anddemi-natut’d 
With the bra ve beaft ; fo farre he topt my thought; 
That 1 m forgery of fhapes and trickes ^ ° ' 

Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman was’t ? 
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King, 



(Prince of Denmark* 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life Lamora . 

Kin?. The very fame. . 

Laer.l know him well,heis the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

, King. He made confeflion ofyou, 

And gave you fiicb a matter ly report 
For art and exercifein your defence. 

And for your’ Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That he cry’d out, ’twouid be a fight indeed 
If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 
He {wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye 
Ifyou oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fb envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wifh and begge 

Your fudden comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes,was your father dearetoyou? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

King-Hot that I think you did not love your father. 

But that I know love is begun by time, 
Andchatlfeeinpaflages ofproofe. 

Time qualifies the Ipatke and fire of it j 
There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnuffethar will abate it, 1 
And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in bis owne too much, that we would doe, 

"W e fliould doe when we would : for this Would changes. 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tony ues are hands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is likeafpend-thrift figh. 

That butts by eafing : but to the quicke of thlalcer, 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
. To fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fbnne 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Church* 

King. No place indeed fhould murder fan&uarize, 

Revenge fhould have no bounds : but good Laertes 
W ill you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 

Hamlet return’d fhall know you are-come home, 

W ee’U put on thofe fhall praife your excellence 
And let a double varnifh on the lame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together 
And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle 
Mott generous, and. free from a 11 contriving. 

Will not perule the foiles , Co that with eafe. 

Or with a little’ fhnffling, you may chufe 
A lword unbated, and in a paceofpra&ice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’t ; 

And for the purpofe He annoint my fword : 

Iboughr an unction of aMountebanke 
So mortal!, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme fo rare 
Collected from all Simples that have vertue 
Under the Moone, can lave the t hing from death 
That is but leratcht withall ; lie touch my point 
With this contagion, that iflgallhimfleightlyitmay be death , 1 

King. Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit ns to our fhape ifthis fhould fade. 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
were better not allay d. Therefore this project 
Shoujd haveabacke or fecond, that might hold 
Ifthis did blaft in proofe : (oft, let me fee. 

Wee 11 make a lblemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav t, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

& r ca ^ s ^ or ^ r ‘ n ^ e ’ ffo have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

H he by chance efcape your venom’d tucke, 

Cur purpofe may hold there. But flay, what noife? 

Enter 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

Enter Queene. 

Ottee. One woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 

So fed they follow : your fitter’s drown d Laertes. 

1 aer. Drown’d l O where? 

%uee. There is a willow growes afeaunt thebrook, 

Thatlhewes his hoarie leaves in the glalfie ftreame. 

Therewith fantafticke garlands did the make 

Of Cro v-flowers, Nettles, Dafies, and long Purples, 

That liberallfliepheards give a grofler name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers ca t e. 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang, an envious fhiver broke. 

When downc her weedy uopheys and her lcne 
Fell in the weepingbrooke , her clothes fpred wide, 

And Mermaid-like a wbilethey bore herup. 

Which time die chanted (hatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alafle then is fhe drown’d ? 

Ouee. Drown’d, drown’d* 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia , 

And therefore 1 forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

1 have a fpeech afire that faine would blale. 

But that this folly drownes it. Exit . 

King. Let’s follow Cjertrard ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage ' 

Now feare I this will give it ftart againe. 

Therefore let’s follow. Exeunt • 

Entertveo Clovenes. 

Clove. Is (he tobeburied in Chriftian buriall, when fhe wilful 
ly feekes her owne falvation ? 

L 3 Oth ? 
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Othe. I tell thee free is, therefore make her grave ftraight , the 
Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. How can that be,unlefle he drown’d her lelfe in her owfi 
defence ? 

Oth. Why ’tis found fb. 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe ; for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a6t , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to doe, to performe,or all > fhee 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Oth . Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave, here lyes the water, good, here (lands the 
man, good, ifthe man goe tothiswaterand drowne himfelfe,itis 
will he nill he; he goes, marke you iliac: but it the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himlelfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death fhortens not his owne life, 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’t,ifthis had not been a Gentle- 1 
Woman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them- 
felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fpade,there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeflion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow • A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

Clow. What is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafbn, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

°th. The galIowes-maker,for that out-lives a thoufand tenants. 
C^o. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does well, but 
how does it well Pit does welltothofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’t againe,come. 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Mafbn , a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter ? 

Clow. 



Prince of Denmark^ 

Clow. I, tell me that and unyoke. i 

Oth. Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Othe* I esnnot tell# . ~ . .inti 2 rfa uuii 

Clow.C udgel thy brains no more about it,for your dull afle ml 

rot mend his pace with beating, fcwhen yon are «kt thnt qneftto 
Say a grave-maker, the honfes be makes laft tillDoomefday. 
Goe get tbec in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, Song. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contrail O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio . 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a fings in 



^rlcuftome hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 

Hrf.’Tis eenfbjthe hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 

CAw.But age with his ftealifig fteps Song. (fenfe. 
hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath Chipped me into the land, 
as if I had never bin fuch. 

Jfow.That skull had a tongue in it .and could fing once, how the 
knave jowles it to the ground , asif ’twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Politician which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God,might 



it not ? 

JJora.lt might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horle when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples, and knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggit s with them ? mine ake to think on’e. 

Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 
for and a Crowding (heet j 
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O a pit of clay for to be made- > 

for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Ha.There’s another,why may not that be the skull of a Lawier ? 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks ? why does he iuffer this mad knave now to knocke 
him about the fconce with a dircy fhovell, and will not tell him of 
his a&ions of battery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of land , with his ftarutes , his recognifances , his fines , his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine patefulloffine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more ofhis purchafes and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and muft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more ■ ha ? 

Bora. Not a jot more my Lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

Hor I my Lord, and of calve- skins too- 

Ham. They are fheep and calves which feekeout aflfurance in 
that. I will fpeake to this fellow : W hofe grave’s this firrah ? 

Clow. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s thine indeed, for thou lyeft in't. 

Clow. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’t, to be in’t and fay it isjthine/tis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow. For no rrian fir. 

Ham. What .woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Whois to be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her fbule,fhee’s dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knave is, we muft fpeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatio this j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the 
pelant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier,he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

C low. Of the dayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that our laft 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbraffe. 

Ham. 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

^^annot^you telhliat? every foole can tell that ; it was that 
very day that young was borne, heethatismadandfenc 

marry, why was he fent into England f 
Clow. W hy ? becaufe a was mad, a fhali recover his wits th , 
or if a doe not ’tis no great matter there* 

flo.’TmW not be feen in him there, there are men as mad as he. 
Ham . How came he mad ? 

Clow.Ve ry ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. Hovv ftrangely ? 

flow. Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? . 

flow. Why here in Denmark* I have bin Sexton here man 

and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham. How long will a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in , a will laft you 
fbme eight yeere, or nine yeere; a Tanner will laft you nine yeere. 
Ham. W hy he more than another ? 

flow. Why fir his hide is fo tan’d with his trade, that a will keep 
out water a great while, and your water is aforedecayerofyouc 
whorfondead body: here’s a skull now hath lyen you l’th earth 
Ham. Whofe was it ? (*?• yeares. 

flo . A whorfon mad fellows it was, whofe do you think it was ? 
HamMvj I know not. 

flow.h peftilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggon of 
Rhenifh on my head once j this fame skull fir, was fir Yorickes 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Een that. 

Ha. Alas poor Yoricke, I knew him Horatio ,a fellow ofinfinite 
jeft,of moft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge rifes at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift 1 know noc 
how oft: where bee your jibes now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
..your flafhesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare ? 
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roare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chonfaln ? 
Now get you to my Ladies table, and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick^co this favour fhe muft come; make her laugh at that. 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 

Ha. Doft thou think Alexander lookt a this falhion i’th earth’ 
Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And lmelt lo ? pah. 

Hora. Een lo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may returne Horatio 1 Whv ma v 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
Mopping. a bung-hole. 

re t0 conlider too curioufly to confider fo. 
i /4 No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with modeftv 
enough, and likelihood to leadit. Alexander died, Alexanders* 
buried, Alexander returneth to dull, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make Jome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beerc-barreli ? ° 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn'd to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a wall t 'expel! the waters flaw! 

But loft, butfofta while, here comes the King, Enter Kino, 

The Queen, the Courtiers :who is this they follow , Oue. Laertes 

Th? Zru ' “"med rites ? chis doth betoken, andthecorfe. 
The eparfe they follow did with defperate hand 
Fordoeits owne life; 'twasoflomeeftate : . 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle? 

Ham. That is ' Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 

Doll. Her oblequies have bin as far inlare’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtful!, 
ifrj § reat command ore-fwayes the order.: 

She Ibould mground unfanftifiedbinlodg’d 

Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

■ Her 
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Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial!. 

Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 

Doll. No more be done : 

We Ibould profane the ferviceofthe dead, 

To ling a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fbules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefh 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel Hull my filter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. What ? the faire Ophelia ? 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I hop’t thou lliouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deckt fweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave- 
Laer. O treblewoe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whole wicked deed thy moll ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived thee of : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion i or the sky ilia head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whole griefe 
Bearesfuch an emphafis, whole phrafe oflorrow 
Conjures the wandring liars, and makes them fland 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Divell take thy loule. 

Ham. Thoupray’ft not well; I prethee take thy fingers from 
For though I am not Iplcenative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me lqraething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare ; hold off thy hand. 

King. Plucke them alunder. 

Quee. Hamlet , Hamlet. 

M i A ll. 
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\AH. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Why J will fight with him upon this theam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne, what theame ? 

Ham. 1 lov’d Ophelia , forty thouland brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my fum : What wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For love ofGod forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds (hew me what thou’t doe, 

W oo’t weep, woo’t fi ght, woo’t faft > woo’t tearethy 
W oo’t drink up Efill.eat a Crocodile ? (felfe, 

lie doe’t : do eft thou come here to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I ; 

And ifthou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 
Cindging h is pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make OJfa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
He rant as well as thou. 

Sluee. This is meere madnefle, .. 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him ;• 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are difolos’d, 

Hjs filencewiil fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir. 

What is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfedoe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. Exit Hamlet 

Kmg. I pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. & Horatio. 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech. 

Wee II put the matter to the prefent pufh. 

Good Gcrtrard fet fome watch over yourfonne. 

This Grave fhall have a living monument. 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio . 

LJW.Somuch for this fir, now fhall you fee the others 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sirin my heart there was a kindot hgntmg 
That would not let me fieep,me thought llay 
Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, rafhly. 

And prais’d be rafhnefle for it ; let us know 

Our indiferetion lometimes lerves us well 

W hen our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn us. 

There’s a divinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

/Lew. Up from my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me, in the darke 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire. 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe. making fo bold 
( My feares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Horatio ». 

A royall knavery , an exa£t command, 

Larded with many (everall forts ofreafons. 

Importing Denmarks health, and Englands too,. 

With hoe fuch Bugs and Goblins in my life. 

That on the fupervife, no leifure bated,. 

No not to flay the grinding of the axe. 

My head fhould be flrooke off. 

Hora . Is’t polfible 

Ha. Here’s the Commiffion, read it at more leifuros 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines,. 

Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe. 

Devis’d a new Commiffion, wrote it faire; 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A bafonefle to write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning ; but fir now 
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did me yeomans fervice ; wilt thou know 
Th’efFe6f of what I wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might flourish, 

As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland wearc, 

And (land a Comma’ tweent their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lefle 
He fhould thofe bearers put to ludden death. 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hoy a. How was this feal’d? 

Ham • Why even inthat was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in my purle. 

Which was the modell of that Danijh leale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it lafely, 

Thechangling never known ; now the next day 
W as our lea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hoy. So Cjuy IderMem and Ro fen cram go to’t. 

Ha. They are not neare my confidence, their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

5 Tis dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between the pafle and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why whata Kingis this ! 

Ham. Does it not, think you. Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’ ele&ion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life. 

And with luch colenage , is’t not perfedl confidence ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Corn. Your Lordfhipis right welcome backe to Denmark?. 

Ham, I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doeft know this Water-flye ? 

Hora; 



Eie' ’jL gracious . for ',is a vice to know ' 
hifTeteSS^Iand fill, let abeaft beLotdofboafts, 
and his crib ibal 1 ftand at the Kings mefle; tis a chough, but as I 

^ t K.w* I ^ni^ecetveitfir ndtiiall diligence offpirit ; yonr bon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

Com. IthankyourLordlhip/tisyery hot. . 

Ham. Nobeleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind isNortherly. 

Com. It is iadifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot, for my com- 

Pl ?r Exceedingly my Lord,it is very foultry, as ’twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, his Majefty bad me figmhe unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. Ibefeech you remember. . 

Com. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith . Sir here is 
newlv come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences ,ofvery foftfociety ,and 
great {hewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
or Kalendar of Gentry, for you fhall finde in him the continent of 

what part a Gentleman would fee. , 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
knowto dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetick Of 
memory , and yet but raw neither in relpetf ofhis qmcke laile ; 
but in the verity ofextolment,! take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and his infufion offuch dearth and rarcnefle,as to make true 
di-Slion of him, his femblable is hismirrour, and who elfe would 

trace him,his umbrage, nothing more. 

Com. Your Lordlhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham. The conccrnancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Com. Sir- 

Hora. is’t not poffibleto underftand inanother tongue, you 
will doe’t fir really. 

j. Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman? 
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Hora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are Ipent. 

Ham. Of him fir. 

Com. I know you are not ignorant- 
s Barn. I would you did fir j yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

( C our ' Y °u are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confefie that, left I fliould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Com. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee’s unfellowed- 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Com. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of bis weapons ; but well. 

Com. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their affignes, as girdle, hanger, and lb : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfive to 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Com. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrale would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then ; but on,fixe Barb ary horfes againft fixe French fvvords, their 
affignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft th eDaniJh, why is this all you call it ? 

Corn. The King fir, hath laid fir,that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he fhall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate trialljif your 
Lordfhipwouldvouchfafe theanfiver. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Com. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perlon in trial!* 

Ham. Sir I will walke herein the hall,ifit pleafe his Majeffie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and theKing hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and lean ; if not, I will gaine nothing but my fhame and 
the odde hits. Com. 



(prince cf Dcniraike. 

/'em. shall I deliver you fo ? 

. Bam. To this effe& fir, after what flourifh yCtir nature Will. 

Com. I commend my duty to your Lordfbip. 

- Ham. Yours does well to commend it himfelfe, therearen® 

tongues elie For his turne. , . , , 

Hora.lhis Lapwing runs away with the lhell on his head. 

Ham. Adidfofirwith his dugge before a iuckt it; thus has he 
& many more of the fame breed that I know, the droffie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of incoun- 
tcr, a kinde of mifty collection , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord ■ My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
Ojiricke^ who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he lends to know if your pleafure hold to play vtithLaertesfit that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham . Iamconftanttomy purpofes, they follow the Kings 
plealiire ; if his fitneffe fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queen defires you to ufe fbme gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham. She well inftru£fs me. 

Hor. You will loie my Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo,fince he went into France I have bin 
in continuall practice ; I fhall win at theoddes r’thou wouldft not 
thi nk how ill all’s here about my hcait, but it is no matter- 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kind ofgame-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

H ora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it , I fhall fbreftall 
their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

„ H am. Not a whit, we defie Augury >there is a fpeciall providence 
in the fall of a Sparrow: if it be, ’tisnotto come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
neffeisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet / 

leaVebetimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Drum, Trumpets, and Officers with cufhi m \ 
Ktng,Queen,and all the flat e,foile staggers, and Laertes. 

~L Gome Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me yonr pardon fir, I have done you wrong, 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knowes- 
And you mutt needs have heard how I am punifht 
With a fore diftraiiion ; what I have done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

Was t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never. Hamlet ; 

It Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 

Who does it then ? his madnefle : ifc be io, 

Hamlet is of the fa&ion that is wronged. 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy ; * 
let my declaiming from a purpos’d evill 
Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have fhot my arrow ore the houfe. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Iamfatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cafe foould ftirre me moft 

7 J3 w my tearmes of honour 

I ttand aloofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by fome elder Matters of knovvne honour 
I have a voice and prefi dent of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
I doe receive your ottered love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

ji 3^c,i tfe , ^ 1 m sk0l6 ^ ager; 

Giveusthefbiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Laer. Youmocke me fir. 

Ham', 




Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

ffcw.Noby this hand. . , , . ( let > 

Kin.Givt them the foi Is young OfrickicohnHam* 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord : 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’th weaker fide. 

King- 1 doe not feare it, I have fcen you both. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer • This is too heavie, let me fee another. 

Hrf.This likes me wekhefe foils have all a length 
Oflr. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoops of wine upon the table > 

If Hamlet give the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire » 

The King fhall drink to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which foure fuccefliye Kings 
In Denmark* Crown have worn. Give me the cups. 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeakc. 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet : come begin, 

And you the Judges beare a warie eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One.- 
Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Oflr. A hit, a very palbable hit. Drum,Trttntpets,andfhot 

Laer. W ell, againe. Flourifh, a Peece goes off. 

King. Stay, give me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is thine 
Here’s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. lie play thisbout firft, let it by a while* 

Come, another hit, what fay you ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall win- 
Quee. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

take my.napkin, wipe thy browes : 

A 







Trumpets 
the while* 








The Tragedy of Hamlet 

The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. * 

King. (Jertrard. doe not drinke. 

%f* e f will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

Ktng. It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

^«.IdarenotdrinkeyetMadam,byandbv.’ ' 

izuee. Come, Jet me wipe thy face. 1 ‘ 

Laer. My Lord Ilehit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

W And yet it is.taoftagMnftmy conHaw.' 
Ham. Come, for [he third Lmttsffax doe Kurd, Il„ 
Iprayyoupaffewithyourbeft violence! ™ b d 7 ‘ 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer .Say you fo ? come Oft. 

OH r . Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now* > ) 

Ktng. Part them, theyareincens’c . 1 
Ham. Nay come againe. 

OA.LooketotheQueen thereto; 

MO 

No Z mM- Ic IS - ,ler u e Hamlet s thou art flainei 
No medicine m the world can doe thee coo d 

fam no 0rjfC3g ^ ne - tby mocher ’ s Phon’d 
1 Z HaT \^ 0rt ’ tbe K ng ’ the King’s to blame.’ 

' * r ° int envenom ’ d too^hen venom to thy work. 




f/t 
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(Prince of Denmark^ 

jiff. Trealbn, treafon. . , , 

King O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here thou inceftuous damned Dane, 

Drinke off this potion : is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother 

Lae.Hc is juftly ferv’d, it is a poyfon temper d by him- 
Exchange fbrgivenefle with me noble Hamlet , 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee* ’ 

Nor thine on me. „ „ „ 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow the e : 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes or audience to this aft* 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftri& in his arreft) O I could tell you j 
Buc let it be : Horatio I am dead, 

Thou liveft, report me and my caule aright 
To the unfat isfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

Ham.Ksth'm a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav’t : 

O God Herat to what a wounded name. 

Things (landing thus unknown, (hall I leave behind me 
If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine A march a 

Totell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre of- 

Enter O [riche. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbrafe with conqueftcome from Roland . 

Th’Embafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my fpirit $ 

Icannot live to heare the newes from England, 

But I doe prophefie the ele&ion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’occurrents more and lefle 

Which 
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The Tragedy df Hamlet 

Which have folicited : the reft in filence. 

Hora Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweec 
And flight of Angels fing thee to thy reft. (Prince, 

Why does the drum come hither ? 

Enter F ortinbrajfe, rvith the Embajfadori, 

Fort. Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe or vvonder, ceafe your fearch ? 

For. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death, 

What feaft is toward in thine infernall Cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a Ihot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke ? 

Embaf. The fight is difmall. 

And our affaires from England, come too late. 

The eares are fenfelefle that ftiould gives us hearing. 

To tell him his commandement is fulfill’d. 

That ‘Rpfcncratts and Guyldenftem are dead. 

Where ftiould we have our thanks ? 

Hot. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fincefojumpeuponthis bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack, wars, and you from England 
A re here arrived ,give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view. 

And let me (peake to’th yet unknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo fliall you heare 
Of cruell, bloody, and unnaturall ads. 

Of accidental! judgements, cafaall Slaughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe. 

And in this upfhot,purpofes miftooke, 

Paine on the inventors heads r ail this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Fort. Let us hafte coheareit, 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with forrow I embrace my fortune, 

J^e fome rights of memory in this kingdoms. 

Which now to claime my vantage doth invite me. 

Hora, 

J 








Prince of DenmarkcJ 

Hora. Of that I (hall have alfo caufe to Ipeak, 

And from his mouth whofe voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 

Even while mens minds are wild,left more mifchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T have prov’d moft royall : and for his paffage. 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here fhewes much amifle. 
Goebid the Souldiers lhoot. £xe#ntl- 
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^5iusprimus,Scena prima. 



"Enter Ittflice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Emms, MaJlerSPage, 
Falflofe,Bardolph, Nj/m, Piflell, lAtmt Page, (JMiJlreJfe 
Ford, Mijlrejfe Page, Simple, 

Shallow. 

>Ir Hugh, perfwademee not : I will make a 
^ Star-Chamber matter ofit, if he were twenty 
Sir lohn Faljlofe, hcc fhall not abufc Robert 
1 Shallow Elquire- 

Slew. In the County of Glocefier, Iuflice 
of Peace and Coram» 

Shal I ( Cofen Slender ) and Cttfl-alorum* 

Slen. J, and Rotularum too $ and a Gentleman borne 
( Matter Parfon ) who writes himfelfe oArmtgero, in any 
Bill, Warrant, Quittance,or Obligation, Armigere, 

Shal. I that 1 doe, andhauc done any time thefe three 
hundred y ceres. 

Slen. All his facceiTors ( gone before him jhath don't: 
and all his Anccftors ( that come after him ) may ; they 
may giue the dozen white Luces in their Coate. 

A 2 Shal 
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The merry Jf^iues of tytndjor. 

Shal. It is an ©Idc Conte. 

Ettam. The dozen white Xowfes doe become an oldc 
Coat well : it agrees well paffant .' /t is a familiar bead to 
man, and fignifies Loue. 

Shot* The Lufe is the frcfh-fifli, the fait- fifli is an old Coate. 




,ifhreqc 

SW. Not a vyhif/ • ]A l V'/ •{ (j 

Euan. Yes per- lady: if hce ha’s a quarter of your coate, 
there is but three Shirts for y our felfe, in my Ample eon- 
ieflures; but that is allone ; if Sir John Falftafe haue Com- 
mitted difpara^sts ^nro ^^m-p^,ghurch and 
will be glad to doe thy beneuelencc, to mate attonements 
andcompremifesbetweeneyou*— - - . 

Shal. The Councell fliall hcareitjic is a Riot. 

Enan.lt is not meet the Councell heare a Riot : there 
Hfi’felilV hffiftK inr % Pint V I - ’ f V 



SW.Ha;o'my life, if I were yong aga'ine,tbefword fliould 
end it. 




fpeakes fmall iikea^oman>. • ' £ ( t sWVi . r * 3* ! 

-. 'i £/fiiw,rIt^ch&tfcni^peffon for all the world, as iuft as 
you rtyi!ktefire,and feuen hundred pounds of Moneics, and 
Gold,&.Siluer,is her Grand -fire vpon his deaths- bed (Got 
dtltijer toa loyfulkefarreflioife ) gioe;when foe is able to 
ouemkefeuenteeneyeeresold. Itwcrc agoot motion, if 
vve leaue our pribbles and prabblcs, and defire a marriage 
betweene Mailer Abrabatitysrid Millris zsAnne Page. 
«S7e».Did her Grand-fire leaue her fcauen hundred pound? 
and her father is make her a petter penny. 

*' S Isp. 1 know cheyoung Gen tlewoman, flic has good gifts. 1 

Ena;, 



A 




The merry Wiuesof Wind for. 

EuM.Seuen hundred pouods,& poffibiIities,is gootgifts. 
Shal. Weljet vs fee honeft Mailer PageisFalftaffe there / 
Euan. Shall J tell you a lye? I doe delpife a Iyer, as I doe 
defpife one that is falfe t or as I defpife one that is not true : 
the Knight Sir John is there, and I befecch you be ruled by 
your well-willers : I will peat the doore for Mailer Page. 
What hoa ? Got-pleire your houfeheere, ; 

MafterPage. Who’s there? 

Eucn. Here is go’t’s plelfing and your friend, and luffice 
Shallow ,& heere young Mailer Slender: that peraduentures 
lhall tell you another tale, if matters 'grow to your likings* 
M after Page. I am glad to lee your Worfliips well: I 
thankeyou for my Venifon Mafler Shallow. 

Shal. Mailer Page, f am glad to lee you : much good doe 
it your good heart : I wifli’d your Venifon better, it was 
ill killed : how doth good MilirdTc P4ge?and I thanke you 
alwaies with my heart, la s with my, heart, 

M.Page.Svcft thankeyou. 

Shal. $ir,l tlnnke you : by yea, and no I doef . 

M.Pa. I am glad to fee you, good Mailer Slender. 

Slen. How dos your fallow Greyhound, Sir, / heard fay 
he wasout-run on Cotfall. 

Al.Pa.ltCQuld not be iudg'd,Sir, r 

Slen. Y dull not confeflc ; you’ll not confeiTe. 

? Shal. That hce will not, 'tis your fault : ’tis your faults 
'tis a good dogge, 
tJM.P a. k Cut-in 

Shal-Sk- hee’sagood dog, and a faire d og, can there be 
more faid ? he is good and faire./s Sir Iohn Falftajfeheextl 
M.Pa. Sir, hee is within : and /would /could doe a 
good office betweenc you. 

Euan.lt is fpoke asa Cbriltians ought to fpeake. 

Shal. He hath wrong’d me MiftetPage ,) . 

; M.Pa. Sir, he doth in fome fort confeffe it. ., ,4 

Shal. /fit bcconfefied, it is not redrefled ; is not that 
fo ( M. Page i ) he hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, at a 
word he hath : beleeue me, Robert SW/w Efquire, faith hea 
is. wronged. 1 . , . " : 

A $ Mafter 
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Ma.Pa-HcTC comes Sir lohn. 

F*/-Now, Matter Shallow, you’ll coroplaine of me to the 
King? 

Shal. Knight, you haue beaten my men, kill’d my deere, 
andbrokeopenmy Lodge. 

Fal3M not kifs’d your Keepers daughter? 

.SiW.Tutja pin-tbis fhall be anfwer’d. 

Fal. I will anfwer it ftrait,I haue done all this: 

That is now anfwer’d. 

Shdl. The Gouncellftiall know this. 

Fal’Twete betterfor you if it were known in Councell: 
you’ll be laugh’d at. 

Eu. Fauca verba 5 ( Sir Iobn ) good worts. 

Fal. Good worts f good Cabidge ; Slender, I broke your 
head : what matter haue you againft me ? 

Slen. Marry fir, 1 haue matter in my head againft you, 
and againft your eony-catching Rafcals, BardclfiNjm, and 
'pijtell. 

Ear. You Banbery Chcefc. 

Slen - I.itis no matter. 

Fiji. How now, Mtphofiopbiltu ? 

Slen. Lit is no matter- 

Nym- Slice, I fay ; paucappanca *. Slicc,thats my humor: 
Slen. Where’s Simple my man l can you tell, Cofcn l 
Ena. Peace, I pray you: now let vs vndcrftand-' there is 
three Vmpires in this matter, as I vnderftandjthat is, Matter 
Page ( fidelicet Matter Page,) and there is my felfe, (fidelicet 
my iclfc ) and the threeparty is ( laftly, and finally ) mine 
Hoft of the Garter. 

Ma,Pa. We three to beareit,and end it between them: 
Euan- Ferry goo’r, I will make a priefc ofitin my note- 
booke,and we will afterwards orkc vpon the caufe,with as 
great difcreetly as we can. 

Fal. Piftoll. 

y^.Heheares with cares. 

Euan . The Tcuilland his Tam : what phrafe is this l hcc 
heares with eare ? why, it is affectations. 

Fal.Tifiolt t dld you pickeh/L Slender* purfc ? . 



7 he merry IViues of Wind for. 

Slen. I.by thefe gloucs did he, or I would I might ncucr 
come in mine owne great chamber againeelfe, offeauen 
groates in mill-fixper c*, and two Edward Shouclboords, 
that cofl me two Hulling and two pence a pcccc of Tead 
Miller : by thefe gloues. 

Fal. Is this tru e,PifieP l 

Fuan. No, it is falfe.if it is a picke-purfc. 

7//?.Ha,thou mountaine Forreyner:Sir M*, and Matter 
mine, I combat challenge of this Ladne Bilboc word of 
denial! in thy labras here j word of deniall $ froth, and feum 
thou iiett. 

Slen By thefe gloues, then 'twas he. 

Njm. Be auis’d fir, and patte good humours : I will fay 
marry trap with you,ifyourunnethe nut- hooks humor on 
me, that is the very note of it. 

Slen- By this hat, then; hce in the red' face had it : for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made me 
drunke,yet I am not altogether an afle* 

Fal. What fay you Scarlet, and lohn i 
Bar- Why fir, ( for my part ) I fay the Gentleman had 
drunke himfelfeoutof his fiue leniences. 

Eu. It isjhis fiue fences: fie, whatthe ignorance is* 
tfar.And being fap,fir,wa» ( as they fay ) calheerd: and fo 
conclufions paft the Car-eires- 
Slen, I.you fpakein Lattenthen to ■ but dsno matters lie 
nerebe drunke whilftlliueagaine,bucin honelLeiuill, god- 
ly company for thistricke:if I be drunke, lie bee drunke 
with thole that haue the feare of God,and not with drunken 
knaues. 

Euan Sogot udgeme,that isavertuous minde. 

Fal. You hcare all thefe matters deni’d, Gentlemen) you 
heareit- . 

Ma.Page. Nay daughter, catty the wine in,wcc'll drmke 
within. 

Slen Oh heauen : This is Miflrcffe^vwe Paget 
Majler PageXlovt now Miftris Fordl 
Fal. Miftris Ford, by my troth you arc very welfmet: by 
your leauc good Miftris. 








The merry JViues oflVindfor. 

UWaftcr Wife bid thefe gentlemen welcome: come, 
wehauea hot Vcnifon pally to dinner; Come gentlemen, 
1, hope we (hall drinke.downeall vnkindnetre. 

SlettA had rather then forty (hillings 1 had ray booke of 
Songsand Sonnets heere: How now Simple, where hsueyou 
beene f I mull wait on my felfe, tnufl I ? you haue not the 
booke of Riddles about you 3 hauc you 3 

Sim. Books of Riddles ? why did you not lend it to Alice 
Short-cake vpon Alhailowmas laft, * fortnight afore Mi. 
chaclmas, 

Shal. Come Coz, come Coz, wee flay for you : a word 
with you Coz.- marry this there is as 'twere a tenders kinds 
of tender, made afarre-offby Sir Hugh here : doe you vn. 

derftandme? • - 

Slen.X Sir, you lhall finds me reafonaDie ,if it be fo,.I (hall 
doe that that it rcafon* 

£/W.Nay,but vndaftand me: 

Slen.So I doe Sir. 

Euan. Gioe eare to h’ismotions.; SUptift^l will 

defer ipt ion thematterto yqujfy ou beCapacity of it- 
Slen. Nay, I will doc as my Cozen Shallow kies ■ I pray 
you pardon me, hes a/uflice ofPeacc in his Countrie, 
Ample though I ftand here. ) 

£WBuc that is' not the queflion ^ tbequeftion is con. 
cerrUogydurmamage. 'i nsdi 'iom 1 nisslc.^ucv. . Z 
' < S^/.-i,t : heVeS'the?poinl -Sift; r. •-•!•, i I JiltrUv it. :■ 

E*l -Marry is it : the very .point of it, tP t M\&.Anne fygei 
Sun. W hy if it beib ; I will, marry. , let rpon any reafon- 
able demands. .8atis:,d 

If! v^pmpaana 

to KaoWithat o%fctasifaouth, or p/iypur ljp?Lft> r # u£rs 
Philofophers hold, that the lips is parccllofthe mouth.' 
therefore preciiely, . can you carry your good will to. the 
maide? .r,i n v 

Shal. CofmiAttrkh^U^imyw louehprf. r 
Slen. 1 hope fir, I Svrfl'doclhj ttvpa^i/bcfpme O^fiat 
wofdd doe realon. • ;;r; . A./ 3 ! 

Emrr. Nayjgot's Lords, and his Ladies, youmuft fpcake 
\ ppfTiUblC; 
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. po/fitablc, ifyou can carry- her your defires towards her. 
Shal. That you muft. 

Will you, (vpon good dowry ) marry her ? 

Slen. I will doe a greater thing then that, vpon your re . 
queft ( Cofen ) in any realpn. 

Shal, Nay conceiuemee, conceiuemce, ( fweet Coz): 
what I doe is to pleafure you ( Coz ) can you loue 
the maid f 

Slen. /will marry her ('Sir ) at your requeft; but if 
there be no great loue in the beginning, yet Hciuenmay 
decrcafe it vpon better acquaintance, when wee are married, 
and haue more occafioa to know one another ; / hope 
vpon familiarity will grow more content ; but if you 
fay mary- her, I will mary-hcr, that / am freely differed, 
anddiilolutely. * 

Euan, /tisa fery diferetion-anfivere 5 faue the fall is in 
the ord, dilfolutely 5 the ort is ( according to our meaning ) 
rdoiutely : his mcaningirgood. 

Sh /, I thinke my Gofen meant well. 

Slen. lot elfe 1 would / might be hang'd ( la.) 

Sh. Here comes fairc Miftris Anne ; would I were yona 
for your fake, Miftris sAnne. & 

^».The dinner is on the Table, my Father defires yout 
worfiiips company. 

Sh.I will wait on him,(faire MidtisAwe. 

Euan. Od’spieired-will;/ will notbeabfenceat thegrace 
^w.Wil’cpleafeyour worlhip to come in, Sir ? 

SI. No,/thankc you forfooth, hartely j / am very well. 
^».Thc dinner attends you Sir. 

S/. /am not a hungry, I thanke you, forfooth ; goc 
&irha,tor all you are my man, goc waite vpon my Cofen 
Shallow ; a /uftice ofpeace fometime may be beholding to 
his friend, for a Man ; / keepe but three Men and a Boy yer, 

till my Mother be dead 5 but what though, yct/liuelike a 
a poorc Gentleman borne. 

An.lmiy not goein without your worlhip 5 they will 
not fit allyou come. 1 

B Slender. 
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I’faith, ilecatc nothing, I thankcyouas much «$ . 
though I did. # . "-7 

IaI lKd rath or walke* he re ( Ithanke you j I bruiz’d 

■ 7 " W 

Prunes Hnd by my troth, I cannot abide the fmell of hot 

Smce Why doc your dogs barkc fo i be there Bcarcs 

^ th _X°hhinke there aie>Sir, I heard them talk d of. ’ 

Ska. I low the Ipott well, but 1 (hall as bone quarnll 
at it, asany man in England, yea ateafiaicl tfjoufeeth. 
Beare loofe.arcyounot ? 

An - 1 indeede Sir* « , r 

glen. That's meatc and drinke to me now 5 1 haue feenc 
Sackerfon loofc, twenty times, land haue taken him by the 
Chaine , but ( 1 warrant you ) the women haue To cr.d« 
and ihrekt at it, that it paft. But women indeede, catmoc 
abide’cm.they arc very ill-fauour d rough things. 

Ma.P*. Gome, gentle M.^W«-,come j wc flay for you. 
Slen. He cate nothing, I tbanke you Sir. 

Ada. Pa. By cockc and pie, you (hall not choofc, Sir* 

come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

Ma. Pa, Come on Sir. \ ■ 

i/e».Miilris <tsdrm* • your felfe fhall goe nrlt. 

^»,Not 1 Sir, pray you keepe on. 

\Slen° Trudy I will not goc firft, truely-la • I will not doe 
you that wrong. 

An, I pray you Sir. 

Slen. Ik rather be vnmanncrly,then troublefome, you 
do, your felfe wrongindeede la. Exeunt, 

Seen* Secunda, 

Enter Euant f and Stmpfe. 

Euan .Go your yvayes, and askc of Doctor C*hu houfc 
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which is the way ; and there dwds one Miflris Qaictyi 
which is in the manner of his Nurfe ; or his dry-Nurte * or 
his Cooke; or his Laundry ; his Waflier, and his Ringed 

Euan. Nay, it is petter yet ; gtue her this letter , fo - t is 
a'oman thataltogeathers acquaintance with Mittris 
Page ; and the Letter is to defire, and require her to folicite 
your Matters defires, to Miftris Anne Tage. I pray you bee 
eon : I will make an end of my dinner * thcr’s Pippins and 
Check to come. Exeunt: 

Seen * Terti*. 

Enter FalJltfe,Hoft,Bardo(fe, NyrnfiftotiyAge. 

Tal. Mine Hojl o( the Garterl - 

Ho. What faies my Bully Rooke ifpeake fchollerly, and 

Truely mine Bofl *1 mutt turnejaway fomc of my 

followers. , 

Ho. Difcard, ( bully Hercules ) cafiiccre j let them wag ; 

trot, trot. 

Eal.\ fitattenpoundsaweeke. 

Ho. Thou’rt an Emperor ( CefarXeifer and Theater ) 1 
v/illentcrtaine'B<*r^<i//tf; he (hall draw j heflialltap j faid I 
well ( bully HtBori ) 

Fa.Dodo ( good mmtHofl.) 

Ho. I haue fpoke, let him follow, let me lee thee froth, 
and liue : / am at a word : follow. ... 

Pal. Bardolfe, follow him ; a Tapper is a good trade, an 
old Cloake, makes a new /erkin, a wither'd Scruingman,a 
frefh T apfter ; goe,adew. 

Ba It is alife that /haue defil’d,/ will thriuc. 

Ttjl.O bafehungarian wight, wilt thou the fpigot wield*' 
jVi.Hc was gotten in drinke, is not the humor conceited 
F<»/./amglad/ am fo acquit of this Tinder box, his 
Thefts were too open, his filching was like an vnskilfull 

Singer, he kept not time. . 

& ' B t Hjm» 
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Kim. The'good humor is to fteale at a minunt$i reft. 

Ptfl. Conuay • the wife it call ; Stcale / foh s a fico for the 
phrafe. 

Fa/- Well firs,I am almoft out at heeles. 

Tift- Why then let Kibes enfue. 

Fa/. There is no remedy : [ muft conicatch, I tnuft (hift, 

Pift. Jong Rauens muft haue foode. 

Fa /.' Which ofyou know Ford ofthisTowne ? 

Fift - 1 ken the wight ; he is offubftance good. 

Fa/- My honeft Lads,/ will tell you what / am about.' 

Fift, Two yards.andmore- 

Fa/- Noquips now TifttSi ( /ndeedc /am in the waft 
two yards about; but / am nowabout no waftc :/ama- 
bout thrift ) briefely ; / doe meanc to make loue to .Fords 
wife; /fpieentertainmentin hcr,fhec difcourfes.fbeecraues, 
ftie giues the leere of iouitatian j / can conftruc the a&ion 
ofherfamilier ftile, and the hardeft voice of her behauior 
( to be englifli’d rightly ) is I am Sir lohn Falftafs . 

Pift. He hath ftudied her will j and tranftated her will 
out of honefty>into Bnglifli. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepe; will that humor paffe ? 

Fa/. Now, the report goes, (he has all the rule of her hus. 
bands Purfe ; he hath a legend of Angels. 

Pift. As many diuels entcrtaine 3 and to her Boy fay /. 

Ni The humor rifesitis good 5 humor me the angels. 

Fa/.I haue writ me here a letter to her 5 and here another 
to Pages wife, who euen now gaue me good eyes too } exa- 
mind my parts with mod iudiciousilliads; ioraetimesthe 
beame of her view,guilded my foote/ometimes my portly 
belly. 1 

Pift, Than did the Sun on dung- hill (bine. 

Ni ./ thanke thee for that humour. 

Fa/. O flic did fo courfe o’re my exteriors with fucha 
grecdyintentiaOjthat the appetite of her eye, did feerae to 
fcorch race vp like a burning-glaiTe; here’s another 
letter to her ;She beares the Purle too yShcc i? a Region 
in Gtiitna ; all gold, and bountie; /will be Cheaters to 
them both, and they (hall be Exchequers to mee ; they 




7 he merry IViues of lVindfir . 

fliall be my Eaftand Weft /ndies.and / will trade to them 
both ;Goe,beare thou this Letter to MiftrisP^e; and thou 
this to Miftris Ford ; wee will thriuc (Lads) wee will 

^pl^.Shall /Sir Pandarm of Troy become. 

And by my fide weare Steele? then Lucifer takeall. 

Ni.I will run no bafe humor ; heretakethc humor-LCtter; 
j will keepc the hauior of reputation. 

Fal. HoldSirha,beare you thefe Letters rightly., 

Sailelike my Pinnaffe to thefe golden ihores. 
Rogues.hence, auaunt,vanilh like hailc-ftones 5 goe, 
Trudge;plod away ith’ hoofe : fecke fheltcr, packc, 

Falftafe will learne the honor of the age, 

French thrift.you Rogues,my felfe,and skirted Page. 

Pift. Let Vultures gripe thy guts, for gourd, and FuIIan* 
holds, and high and low beguiles the rich and poorCj 
Teftcr ile haue in pouch when thou (halt lacke 9 
Bafe Phrygian Turke. 

Ni. 1 haue opperations. 

Which be humors ofreuenge. 

Pift. Wilt thou reuenge ? 

Ni. By Welkin, and her Star. 

Pi/?.With wit.or Steele ? 

Ni- With both the humors,/; 

J will difculTc the humour of this Loue to Few. 

Pift. And I to Page (hall eke vnfold 
How Falftafe ( varlet vile ) 

His Doue will proue ; his gold will hold. 

And his foft couch defile. , 

Ni. My humor (hall not cook; 7 will incenfe Ford, 
to deale with poyfon ; 1 will poffcffe him withyallow. 
nelfe,for the rcuolt of mine is dangerous ; that is my 

true humour. * , 

PiTl. Thou art the Mars of Male cent ents % I fecond 

thee ; troope on. 
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Seoerut Quartap 

Enttr Miftris Quickly, Stmple,lohn Rugby poSor 
Cairn , Fenton* 

She What, Iohn Rugby , I pray thee goc to the Cafemenc, 
and fee if you can fee my Matter, Matter Dodor Cairn com. 
ming 5 if he do ( I’faith ) and finde any body in the houfe- 
here will be an old abufing of Gods patience, and the Kings 
Englifh. 

%u. lie goe watch. 

Qu. Goe,an dwell haue apoffet for’tfooneat night, (m 
faith) atthe latter end of a Sea*colc-fire: An honeft, willing, 
Jkindc fellow^as euer feruant (hall come in houfe withall:& [ 
warrantyou, no tel-talc,nor nobreedebate : his worft fault 
is, that he is giuen to prayer ; hee is fomething peeuilh that 
way : but no body but has his fault : but let that paflc.?tf*r ' 
Simple, you fay your name is l 

Si. I, for fault of a better. 

flu. find Matter Slender's your Matter l 

Si. 1 forfooth. 

■Qui. Do's he not wcarc a great round Beard, like a 
Glouers paring-knife i 

Si . No forfooth, he hath but a little wee-face j with a little 
yellow Beard, a Caine colourd Beard. 

Qu.& fofttly-lprighted man, is he not? 

St, 1 forfooth, but he is as tall a man ofhis hands, as any 
is bctwecnc this and his head > hee hath fought with a 
Warrener. 

gu.tiow fay you > oh, I fliould remember him, do's hee 
not hold vp his head ( as it were !) and ftrut in his gate i 

Si, Yes indeede do's he. 

£sfi. Wclljheaucn fend Amt Page, no worfe fortunej 
Tell Matter Parfon, Euans , I will doe what I can foryour 
Maftcrjs/*»»r is a good girle,and J wifh 

Rf*. Out alas, herccomes my Matter. 

■0*' Wee (hall all be flient ; Run in here, good young 

man; 
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man goe into this ClofTet : hee will not flay long/ whaf 
John Rwby ? Mu ; what Iohn I fay ? goc Iohn.gce cnqpirc for 
rny Matter, I doubt heebe not well, that hee comes not 

home, (and downe,dorvr.e,downe a, &c* 

Ca Vatisyou fingi I doe not like des tcyes, prayyou 
goe and vetch me in my Clottr, vnboyteene verdia Box, a 
ircene-a-Box ; do intend vat 1 fpeake / grecne-a-Box. 
b $ht.\ forfooth ile fetch it you • 

I am glad hee went not in himfelfe : if hee had found the 
yong man he would haue becnc horne-mad. 

Ca.Fefefefynaifoyfl fait for eba»do,[e man vot a le Court 
la grand affaires. 

gu. I sit this Sir? 

Ca. Ouymettt le au mon pocket, de-peech quickly • 

Vcre isdat knauc 7 tygbyf 
Jhi. What Iohn %tgbyffobn ? 

Here Sir. , , ' 

Ca. You are Iohn Rugby, and you are lacky R»gty* 
Gome, take your Rapier, and come after my hccle to the 

Court. 

Ru. ’Tis ready Sir, here m the Porch. , 

ra.Bw my trot, I tarry too long,od’s-me i queayteoubht 
dere is feme Simples in my CloiTct, dat I vitt not for the 

varld I (hall ieauc behinde.J . 

<?#• Ay-me, he’ll finde the yong man there, and be mad- 
* Ca 4 o DiablefDiablei rat isin my ClofTet i 
Villai*ne,La-roone 5 Rugby, my Rapier. 
bu, Good Matter be content. 

Ca. Wherefore (hall I be content-a? 

#«.The yong man is an honeft mam 

Ca , . What fhall de honeft man do in my ClofTet, here is 

no honeft man dat fhall comcin my ClofTet. _ 

Qh. I befeech you be not fo flcgmatickc 5 hears the 
truenof it. He came of an errand to mec, from Parfon 

Hugh. 

Ca. Veil. 

Si. i forfooth : to defire her to— • 



^ Peace, I pray yQU* 



Ca' 






— 
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Ca Peace-a-your tongue :fp:ake-a-your Talc; 

Si. To defire this honeft Gentlewoman ( your Maid ) 
to fpeake a good word to Miftris Anne T age, for my Mafter 

in the way of Marriage. ■ 

j^.Thisisallindced-laibudle nereputmy finger in the 

fire,and ncede not. , , ' . 

fa. Sir Hugh fend -a you ? 1^£*,ballow me fome paper: 

tarry you a iittell-a while. 

Ou. I am glad hce is fo quiet '• if hee had bin throughly 
moued, you fliould hauc heard him fo loud, and fbme- 
lancholly ; but notwithftanding man, lie doeyoeyow- 
Mafter what good I can; and the very yea, and the noisthat 
French Doftor my Mafter, ( I may call him my Mafter, 
looke you, for I kcepe his houfe ; and I wafti, ring, brew, 
bake, fcowre, drefle mcate and drinkc, make the beds, and 
dec all my fclfe.) 

Simp. ’Tis a great charge to come vnder one bodies 

Are you a uis’do’ that? you fhall finde it a great 
charged and to be vp early, and downe late; butnotwith. 
(landing, ( to tell you in your eare, 1 would haue no words 
of it ) my Mafter hinifelfe is in louc with Miftris Ame Page-, 
but notwithftanding that 1 know Am mind, that’s neither 

hecrc nor there. . , • r .. „ , 

Cairn. You, lack ’Nape ; giue-'a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by ear it is a fhallengc : I will cut his troat in de Parke, and 
I will teach a feuruy lack i-nape Prieft to meddle, or 

make:. you may be gomitis not good you tarry here; 

by gar I will cut all his two flonesj by gar,he fhall not hauc 

aftonetothrowathisdogge. 

Oh,. Alas, he fpeakes but for his friend. _ 

Cmm. It is no matter's vcf dat ; do not you ttU-a-me ^ 
dat I dial! haue Amt Page fof my fclfe ? by gar, l vill kill 
de lackc Prieft ; and 1 haue appointed mine Hoft ofde 
Iartcer to meafure our weapon, by gar.l will my Kite 

Sir, the maid loues y6u, and all fhall bee well j Wee 
mull giuefolkctlcaue to puce; What thegoodder. ^ 



¥ 
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' Cam*R*gbj > come to the Court with me:by gar, if / haue 
not Anne Page, I fhall turne your head out of my dore: 
follow my hcclc t,Rugbji 

Qai. You fhall haue a^«-fooles head of your owncj 
No,/ know tAns mind for that ; neuer a woman in tv. dfor 
kuowes more of Ans minde then I doc, nor can doc more 
then / doe with her,/ thanke heauen. 

Fenton. Who’s within there, hoa ? 

Qui. Who's there, I troa ? Come neerc the houfe l pray 
you. 

Fen, How now ( good woman ) how doft thou l 
Qai. The better that it pleafes your good Wor/hip to 
aske? 

Fen. What newes ? how do’s pretty Miftris eAnnel 
Qnl; In truth Sir, and fhee is pretty, and honcft, and gcn« 
tie, and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by the 
way, I praife heauen for it. 

Fen. Shall I doe any good thinkft thou l fhall I not loofe 
myfuic i 

Qui» Troth Sir, all is in his hands aboue ; but not- 
with Handing ( Mafter Fenton) /la be fwornc on a booke 
(hee loues you j hauc not your Worfhipa wart aboue 
your eye? 

Fen. Yes marry hauc I, what of that ? 
gai. Well 3 thereby hangs a tale ; good faith, it is fuch an- 
other Nan j f but ( I detefl ) an honcft maid as euer broke 
bread: wee had an howres talkc of that wart ; 1 fhall neuer 
laugh but in that maids company, but ( indeed ) fhee is 
giuen too much to Allicholy and muling; but for you—— 

well— goe too 1 

Fen. Well, I fhall fee her to day ; hold, there's money for 
thee. Let mee haue thy voice in my behalfe $ if thou feed 
her before me, commend me.—- — . 

Qui. Will I ? I faith that wee will j And I will tell your 
Worfhip more of the Wart, the next time we haue confi- 
dence, and of other Wooers. 

Fen. Well, fare- well, I am in great hafte now. 

Fare well tayour Worfhip; truelyan honeft 
C Gentleman. 
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Gentleman : but *Ame loues him not, for I know 
mindeas well as another do’s, out vpoirt, what haue / 
forgot. Ex * 

ASltu Secwtdus. Scan a Prim a. 

Enter Miflrii Page, CMifirU Ford, Mafler Page,Agafer 
Ford , Pipit ,Nm, Quickly, Hoft, Shallow. 

xjAi.Page. What, haue /fcap’d Louc-letters in the holly, 
day-time of my beauty, and am / now a fubieft for them l 
let me fee. 

Jskemenoreafin why lleue you, for though LouevfeRea. 
f oh for hie precifian, bet admits him not for hit Comfailoun 
you are not young, no more am I ’• goe to then, there s fmpatkie : 
you are merry, fo am I: ha, ha, then there's morefmpathiei 
you loue/ackf, and fo doe l ’• mouldy out defire better fimpathiei 
Letitfnffice thee ( Miftris Page) at the leafi if the Lone of 
Seuldiercan fuffice, that l loue thee : I mill notfafpitty met, 
’tie not a Souldier-like phraft ; but l fay, loue me : 

Hy me, thine owne true Knight, by day or night : 

Or any kindeof light, with all hit might. 

For thee to fight, IohnFaifiaffe. 



WhataHWWof lurieisthis i O wicked, wicked world. 

One that is well-nye wornc to peeces with age 
To (how himfclfeayoung Gallant l What an vnwaied 
Behauiour hath thisFlemiih drunkard pickt ( with 
The Dcuills name ) out of my conucrfation, that hce dares 
Jnthis manner allay me ? why, hee hath not beencthiice 
/nroy Company, what Ihould / fay to him? /was then 
Frugal! of my mirth : ( heauen forgiue mce, ) why ile 
Exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe of 
men, how (hall I be reueng’don him? forreueng’dl will 
be? as fare as his guts are made ofpuddings. 

Mif. Fori* Mtftrii Page, trull me, 1 was going to your 

houfe* 





& 
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Mif.Tage.Knd truft me,I wa* going to you: you looke 
very ill. 

Mtf.Ford. Nay, ile nere bclecue that i I haue to Drew to 
the contrary. 

MifPage ’Faith but you doe in my minde. 

Mif Fords Well : I doe then ; yet I fay, I could (hew 
you to the contrary ; O MiQ t is Page, giue mec fomc coun^ 
faile. 

Mtf.Page. What’sthc matter,woman ? 

Mtf.Ford . O woman 5 ifit were not for one trifling re. 
fpedj could cometofuch honour. 

MifPage. Hang the trifle ( woman ) take the honour j 
what is it? difpence with tnfles ; what is it ? 

Mif Ford Ji I would but goe to hell, for an cternallmo-' 
ment.or fo ; I could be knighted. 

MifiPage.What thou licit l Sir Alice Ford l thefe Knights 
will backhand fo thou fhouldfl not alter the article of thy 
Gentry. 

Mif. Ford. Wee burne day .light ; heere, read, read j 
pcrcciuehowl might be knighted, I (hall thinke the worfe 
of fat men, as longas I haue an eye to make difference of 
mens liking; and yet hce would not fwearc • praile 
Womens mo defly; and gaue luch orderly and welbeha- 
ued reproofeto all vncomelindlejthac I would hauefworn 
his dilpofltion would haue gone to the truth of his 
words ; but they doe no more adhere and keepe place to- 
gether, then the hundred Pfalmes to the tune of Greene-: 
fleeues: Whattempeft (Itroa ) threw this Whale.f withfb 
many Tuns of oyle in his belly ) a’lhoare at Windfor?How 
flialll bereuengedon him? I thinke the bed way were,' 
toentertaine him with hope, till the wicked fire of lull haue 
melted him in his owne greafe. Did you euer heare the 
like ? 

MtfPage. Letter for letter ; but that the name of 
P age and Ford differs j to thy great comfort in this my- 
ftery of ill opinions, heer's the twyn-brotherof thy Let- 
ter ; but let thine inherit firft, for I proteft mine ncuer 
(hall; I warrant hec hath a thoufand of thefe Letters, writ 
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with blanckc-fpace for different names(Ture more) & thefe 
are of the fecond edition; he wil print them out ofdoubt, 
for he cares not whu he puts into the prellc,when he would 
put vs two J I had rather be a Giantefle & Iy« vndcr Mount 
Peliut. Well ; I will finde you twentielafciuious T urtles ere 

° n ^5*rTwhy this is the very fame ; the very hand, the 
very words, what doth he thinkc of vs i 

Mif.Ptge- Nay I know not ; it makes me almoft rca- 
die to wrangle with mine ownehoneftyj lie entertaine 
my fclfe like one that I am not acquainted withall, for 
fure vnlclfe hee know feme ftraine in mee, that I know 
not my fclfe, bee would neuer haue baorded me in this 
Curie 

Mtf. /’erdiBoording.call you it i /le be fure to kcepehim 

aboucdecke, 

(JMif.Page. So will /, if heccome vndermy hatches, /le 
neuer to Sea againc. Let’s be rcueng’d on him ; .let’s appoint 
him a meeting, giue him a fhow ofcomfortin hisSuite,and 
lead him on with a fine baited delay, till hec hath pawn’d 
his horics to mine Heft ofthe Garter.- 

Mtf.Ford. Nay, / will confent toad any villany againfl 
him, that may not fully the channel!: of our honeftyj oh 
that my husband faw this Letter ;vit would giue eternall 
foodtohisiealoufie. 

• Why lookc where he comes ; and my good 
man too; nee’s as farre from iealoufie, as I am from gi* 
uing him caufc,and that ( I hope ) is an vnmeafurablcdi- 
fiances 

Mif.Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mtf. Page. Let’s confult together againfl thl« grcafic 
Knight ; Come hither. 

Ford. Well, Ihopc,itbenotfo. 

Hopeis a curull-dog in fome affaires; 

Sit lokniSc&s thy wife. 

Ford. Why fir, my wife is net young. 

Fiji. He wooes both high and low,both rich and poore, 
both young and oldjone with another ( Ford) he lou ts the 
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Gaily- mawfry ( Ford ) perpend. 
ford. Loue my wife ? 

Tifloll. With liuer, burning hot • preuent t 
Or eoe thou like Sir v4Beon he, with _ 

Ring-wood at thy heelcs : O.odious is the name. 

Ford. What name Sir / 

Take heed,cre fommer comes,or Cuckoo* birds doe ling* 
Away fir Corporall Nim'. 

Belceucit(P^O he fpeakes fence. 

Ford. I will be patient 5 1 will finde out this. 

Nim. And this is true ; I like not the humor of lying, hee 
haue wronged mee in fome humors; l Ihould bauebor ™j 
the humour’d Letter to her, but I haue a fjord, and 
it fhall bitevpon my nccefTme, he loues your wife 5 There s 
the fhort and the long: My name is GorporaU^fmrak, 
and I auouch -,’tis true : my name is Him, zndFaljio felons 
your wife, adieu, I loue not the humour of bread & chccfc « 

^Page. Thehumour ofit(quoth’a?) heere’s a fellow frights 
Eoeliihoutofhiswits. 

ford. I will feeke out Falfi^jfe: 

Page. I neuer heard fuch a drawling-affixing rogues 
FordAf I doe finde it • well* . . 

Pm. I will notbelccue fuch though thePncffi 

o’ th’ Towne commended him for a true man. 

,F#rd.\Twas a good fcnfiblc fellow* well. 

^.P^rWhhhergoc ? you ( gorge ?) harke you; ^ 

CMifjid. How now ( fwcet Frank) why art thou me- 

melancholy / lam not melancholy : 

^Mi/Ford. Faith, thou haft fome crochets in thy heads 
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to this paltric Knight: 

Mi(.Ford- Truft me, I thought on her ; flice'Il fit it.* 

Ad. Page. You are come to fee my daughter Anne ? 

Jgfti, 1 forfooth : and I pray how do’s good Mittreffc 
Anne ? 

Mif. Page, Go in with vs and fee, wee baueian heures 
talke with you. 

Page. How now Matter Ford i 

Ford. You heard what this knauc told me, did you not l 

P^<?.Ycs,and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford.Doe you thinkc there istruth in them? 

Page. Hang 'em flaues: I doe not thinkc the Knight 
would offer it : But thefe that accufe him in his intent to- 
wards ourwiues, are a yoakeof his difearded men, very 
rogues, now they be out offerniccj 

Ford. Were they his men i 
Marry were they: 

Ford. I like it ncuer the better for that, 

Do's he lye at the Garter ? 

Page. 1 marry do’s he : if hce Ihould intend this voyage 
toward my wife, I would turne her loofe to him, and what 
hee gets more of her, theniharpe words, let it lye on my 
head. 

Ford- 1 doc not mifdoubt my wife, but I would be loath 
to turne them together, a man may bee too confident, I 
would haue nothing lye on my head,! cannot be thus fatis- 
fiedi 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoft of the Garter 
comes : there is cither liquor in his pate,ormonyin his 
purfe, when hce lookes fo merrily • How now mine 
Hoftf 

Hojl.Uovr now Bully-Rooke, thou'rt a Gentleman, Ca« 
Ueleiro Iuttice, Ifay. 

Sbal. I follow, (mineHoft) I follow, Good-euen, and 
twenty ( good Matter Page ) Matter Page, will you go with 
vs i we hauefportm hand. 

Hofl. Tell him Caueleiro-Iuflice : tell him Bully* 
Rooke. 

Sbal. 
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Shot. Sir, there is, fray to be fought, toweene Sir Hug, 

hath had the measuring of their weapons, and ( I rh.nke ) 
appointed them contrary places : for ( bcleeue me ) I hearc 
theParfonis no Ieftcrharke, I will tell you what ourfport 

Haft thou nofuitagainft my Knight ? my gueft- 

C Pfl5. r< None,I proteft, butile giue you a pottle ofburn’d 
facke,to giue me rccourfe to him, and teU him my name is 

*'*5' 

grelft ( faid I well ?) and thy name (hall be Broome. It is a 
merry Knight, will you goc An-heircs ? 

Sbal. Haue with you mine Holt. 

•page. I haue heard the Frenchman hath good skill in his 

^Shal. Tut Sir, / could haue told you more • /n theft 
times you ftandondiftancc, yourPaffes, Stoccado’s, and 
/ know not what: 'tis the heart ( Matter Page, ) tis hcere, 
•rishcere,/ haue feenc the time, with my long-fword, / 
would haue made you fowre tall fellowes skippe like 

^73^. Heere boyes> hcere, hcere, (ball we wag ? . 

Page. Haue with you, / had rather heare them fcold,then 

fig fVr</.Though Page be afccure foole.and ftands fo firmc- 
ly on his wiues frailty : yet, /cannot put-off my opinion fo 
cafily, fticwasin his ‘company at Pages^ houfe, and what 
they made therc,/know not. Well,/ will ■ 00 ^ e /“ rtl j ier 
to’t, and / haue a difguife, to found Falftafe, if / finde her 
honeft, / loofe not my labour, if fliec be otherwife, tis la- 
bour well beftowed. Exeunt. 

Scents 
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SeesM Secttnda, 

Eoter Faljlajfe, Psftofl, Robin, JQnieklj, Sardolfe, 

Ford. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny* 

Pt^. Why then the world's mine Oyftcr, which I, with 
fword will open* 

Fal. Not a penny, I haue beene content ( Sir, ) you 
fhould lay my countenance to pawne j I haue granted vp. 
on my good friends for three Reprceucs fori and your 
Coach- fellow Nim, or elfe you had look'd through the 
grate, like a Geminy of Baboones : 1 am damn’d in hell, 
forfwcaringto Gentlemen my friends, you were good 
Souldiers, and tall-fellowes. And when MiftreiTe Brigst 
loft the handle of her Fan, I took’t vpon mine honour 
thou hadft it not. 

Fiji. Didft not thou Ihare? hadft thou not fiftecnc 
pence ? 

Fat. Reafon, you roague, reafon; thinkft thou lie en- 
danger my foule, gratu fata word, hang no more about 
mee, I am no gibbet for you: goe, a (liort knife, and a 
throng, toyourMannor of Pickt-hatcb ; goe, you’ll not 
beare a Letter for mee you roague? you (land vpon your 
honour : why, ( thou vnconfinablebafenctTe) it isasmuch 
aslcandoetokeepethe termesof my honour precife ; 1, 
J, I my felfe fometimes, leauing the feare of heauen on the 
left hand, and hiding mine honcr in myneccflity, am 
fainc to (baffle : to hedge* and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, will cn*fconce your raggs ; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes,your red-lattice ph rales, & your boldbeatmg- 
oathes, vndet the Iheltcr of your honor f you will not doe 
je?you? 

Ptfl.l doe relent ; what would thou more of man? 

Re&w.Sir,here’s a woman would fpeake with you* 

Fal.Lct her approach* 

Qgi. Giue your worlhip good morrow. 

Fal, 
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F<i/* Good-morrow, good-wife. 

£hti. N. t fo,and’t plcafe your worlhip. 

Fal. Good,maidthcn. 

faille befworne. 

As my mother was the firft houre I was borne. 

Fal, I doc beleeue the fw carer ,* what with me f 

Qxi. Shall I vouch-fafc your worlhip a word, or 
two? 

Fal. Two thoufand ( fairc woman ) and i!c vouchfafe 
thee the hearings 

Qui. There is one MiftreiTe Ford, (Sir ) I pray come a 
little neerer this waics j I my ielfe dwell with Mailer Do&or 
Cairn. 

Fal Well, on ; Miftris Ford, you fay. 

£hii. Your worfliip iaies very true* /pray your worlhip 
come a liftlc neerer this waie's. 

Fal. 1 warrant thee, no* bodic heares .5 mine owne people^ 
mine owne people. 

Qni. Are they fo ? heauen-blciTe them, and make them 
his .Seruants. 

Fal. Well ; MiftreflfeFW, what of her f 

SL*i. Why, Sir ; (bee's a good creature ; Lord, Lord your 
Worlhip' » a wanton : well, heauen forgiue you, and all of 
vs, t pray 

Fal Miftrelfe Ford, come,Miftrcfll Ford. 

Q*i. Marry this is the fhort, and the long of it; you 
haue brought her into fuch a Canaries, as ’tis wov-der-* 
full 5 the beft Courtier of them all ( when the Court lay 
at JVindfor ) could neuer haue brought her ro luch a Ca- 
narie : yet there has beene Knights,an.J Lords. and Gen- 
tlemen, with their Coaches; /warrant you Coach alter 
Coach, letter after letter, gift afee gift, fmelling fo iweet* 
ly» all Muske, and fo rulhling, I warrant y ou, in (ilke 
and golde, and in fuch alligant tcarmes, and in fitoh wrne 
and (uger of the beft, and the faircii, that would haue 
wonne any womans Heart : and / warrant you, they could 
neuer gee art cyc-winke of h r ; / had’ niv felfe twentic 
Angels giuen me this morning, but / defic ail Angels in 





iiHfPJP-fPJEl 




'The merry Wines of Windfor. 

any fuch fort, as they fay )but in the way of honcfly .* and 
I warrant you, they could neuer get her fo much as fipp e 
on a cup with the prowdeft of them all, and yet there has 
becnc Earles ; nay, ( which is more ) Pentioncrs, but I 
warrant you all is one with her. * 

Fal. But what faiesfhee to mcc? bee briefc my good 
faze* Mercuric. 

Qui, Marry,flie hath receiu’d your Letter; for the which 
fhetbankes you a thoufand times; and (bee giues you to 
notifie,that her husband will be abfencc from hishoufe^be- 
tweeneten and eleuen. 

Fal. T en,and el eucn . 

Qui. I, forfooth; and then you may come and fee Jthc 
pi flu re ( Ihe fayes ) that you wot of ; Matter Ford her huf. 
band will be from home : alas, thcfwect woman leads an 
ill life with him; hee’sa very iealoulic.man ; fhec lcades 
a vcreframepold life with him, ( good heart.) 

Fal. Ten, and eleuen.' 

Woman,commend me to her, I will not faile her. 

Qui. Why, you fay wells But I haue another meflenger 
to your wcrfk'p : Miftrefle Page hath her heartic comtuen. 
dationsto you to; and let me tell you in your care, Ike’s 
as fartuous a ciuill model! wife, and one ( I tell you ) that 
will not mitTe you morning noreuening prayer, as anyisin 
Windfor, who ere be the other : and ilice bade mee tell your 
worlhip, that her husband is feldome from home, but Ike 
hopes there will come a time. 1 neuer knew a woman fo 
doatevpon a man ; furelyl thinkeyou haue charmes, las 
yes in truth. .. , .. co i 

Fal.Not 1,1 allure thee ; fetting the attraction of my good 
parts afide, I haue no other charmes* 

. i^Blcfling on your heart forts 
Fal.But I pray thee tell me this ; has Fords wife, and Pages 
wife acquainted eachpth^hawtheyloue me/ 

Qui. That were a ieft indeed - they haue not fo little 
grace I hope, that were a trieke indeed; But Miftis Page 
would defircyou to fend her your little Fage of alllcucij 
nwrucllous infection to the little Page; 

and 
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and truely Matter Page is an honed man 5 neuer a wife in 
windfor lcades a better life then (Ire do’s ; do what fhee will, 
fay what flic will, take all, pay all 3 goe to bed when Ihee lid, 
rife when flie lift, all is as Ihe will ; and truly (lie deferues it ; 
for if thtre be a kinde woman in Windfor , fhee is one ; you 
mutt fend her your Page, no remedic. 

Fal. Why, I will. 

fhi. Nay, but doe fo tben,and looke you.hee may come 
and goe bet weene you both ; and in any cafe haue a nay- 
word, that you may know one another* minde, and the 
Boy neuer heede to vndcrftand any thing ; for ’tis not good 
that children (hould know any wickednes; old folkes 
you know, haue diferetion, as they fay, and know the 
world, 

Fal. Farcthee* well, commend mee to them both, there's 
my purfe 3 f am yet thy debter ; Boy, goe along with this 
woman, this newesdiftrafts me. 

c Pifi. This Punckc is one of Cupids Carriers, 

Clap no more fades, purfue* vp with your fights : 

Giue fire; (lie is my prize, or Ocean whclme all. 

Fal. Saift thoufo ( old tackf ) goe thy waiesllemakc 
more of thy old body then lhaue done: will theyycC 
looke after thee /wilt thou after the expence offo much 
money, be now a gainer / good Body, 1 thanke thee ; let 
them fay 'tis groflely done, fo it bee fairely done, no c 
matter. > 

Bar. Sitlokn, there's one Matter Broome below would 
faiuefpeake with you, and be acquainted with you ; and 
hath font your worftiip a mornings draught ofSackc. 

Fal. Broome is his name / 

Tar. I Sir. 

Fal. Call him in : fuch Broomes are welcome to me, that 
that ore’Howes fuch liquor ;ah ha, MittrefTc Ford and Mi- 
ftreffeP^haue I encompafs'd you ?%octQ,vuk 
Ford.’Q leffe you fir. 

JV-Andyoufir ; would you fpeakc withme/ 

Ford. I make bold, to prcfTe, with fq little preparation 



ypon you. 
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pal, You’r welcome, what’s your will ?giuc vs leaue 
Drawer. v , 

Ferd.Sk, 1 am a Gentleman that hauefpent much, my 
name is Broome. 

fal. Good Matter Broome, ) defire moreacquaintar.ee 
of you. 

Ford. Good Sir John, 1 fue for yours ; not to charge 
you, for 1 mutt let you vnderftand, / thinke my felfe in 
better plight for a Lender, then you are ; the which hath 
fomethir.g embeddned meeto this vnfealon’d intrufioq.: 
for they fay, it money goe before, all waies doc lyc 
open. ... 

Fal. Money is a good Souldier ( Sir) and will on- 

Ford. T roth.and / haue a * bag of money hecre troubles 
me ; if you will hclpcto beare it f Sir lohn ) take all, or halfe 
for cafing me of the carriage: 

F4I Sir, l know not how 1 may deferue to bee your 
Porter, 

Ford. I will t«ll you Sir, if you will glue mec the hea- 
ring. c 

Fal. Speake ( good Matter Broome ) / (hall be glad to be 
yourSeruant. 

Ford. Sir, / hcare you are a Scholler } ( I will be briefe 
with you ) and you haue beene a man long knownc to me, 
though / had neuer fo good meanesas defire, to make my 
felfe acquainted with you. I fhall difeouer a thing to you, 
wherein / mutt very much lay open mine own imperfecti- 
on : but J|»ood Sir John) as you haue one eye vpon my 
follies, as you heare them vnfolded,turne another into the 
Regsfter ofyour owne, that /may paffc with a reproofe the 
cafier, fith you your feife know how eafie it is to be fuch an 
offender. 

Fd.Ve ry well Sir, proceed: 

Ford. There is a Gentlewoman in this Towne,herhus- 
bands name is Ford, 

FalW&lSk’ 

Ford, 1 haue long Iou’d her, and I proteft to you, be- 
Rowed much on her j followed her w\th a doating ob« 

ieruance; 
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feruance ; /ngrofs’d opportunities to meetc hcrMs d eurry 
flioht occafion that could but nigardiy giue mec fight of 
her not or.ely brought many preients to giue her, but haue 




hath beene cn the wing . , 

haue merited, eitherin mymmde, orm 1 my mcanes, meede 
1 am fure /, haue receiued none, vnlelfe Experience be a 
/ewcll, that/ haue purchafcd at an infinite rate, and that 
hath taught me to fay this. 

tc Loue like 4 ftadow flies, when fuhflanct Lone purjues, 

u Purfuing that that flies, ana flying what purftsest 

F^/.Haue you receiu’d no promifc of fatisfa<ftion at her 
hands? 

/W.Neuer. ' , r , 

^4 Haue you importun’d her to fuch apurpofc l 

Ford. Neuer. 

Fal.O( what qualitie wasyour louethen ? 

Ford. Likeafaire houfc, built on another mans ground, 
fo that / haue loft my edifice, by miflaking the place where 

IC F^/To what purpofe haue you vnfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When l haue told you that, 1 haue told you alt 
Some fay, that though ftice appearehoneft to me* yet in 
other places (bee enlarge* hir mirth o farre ; «at there 
is ftirewd conftruftion made of her. Now (Sir John)] here 
is the heart of my purpoie: you are a Gentleman of ex- 
cellent breeding, admirable difeourfe, oi great adrai ttance, 
authentic in your place and perfon, generally allow d 
for your many warlike, court-likc, and learned prepara- 
tions. 

Ford? Beleeue it, for you know it : there is money, fpend 
impend it, fpend more; fpend all I haue, onely giueme to 
much ofyour time in exchange of it, as to lay au amiable 
fiegt .0 fh. honed, of dm fmlggfc* vie /our Art of 
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wooing 5 win her to confent to you ; if any man may, you 
may as foone as any. 

F*A Would it apply well to the vehemency of youraf. 
feftion that I Ihould win what you would cnioy ! Me- 
chinkes you preferibe to your felfe very prepofteroufly. 

_ Ford. 0 ,vnderftand my drift; flie dwellsfo fecureiy on 
the excellency of her honor,that the folly of my foule dares 
not prefent it feJfe ;fhe is too bright to be look'd againffr 
Now,could 1 come to her with any deteftion in my hand ; 
my defires had inftance and argument to commend them, 
•fellies, I could driue her then from the ward of her purity, 
her reputation, her marriage vow, and a thoufand other her 
defences, which now are too-too ftrongly embattaild a- 
gainft me; what fay you too'c,Sir John. 

FW.Mafter 'Broome, \ will firft make bold with yourmony, 
next.giue me your hand ; and la^as I am a Gentleman, you 
lhall.if you wil!,enioy Fords mfe,\ 

Ford. O good Sir. 

Fat. I fay you fliall. 

Ford. Want no money ( Sir John )you (hall want none^ 

Fat. Want no Miftrefle Ford ( Mailer Broome ) you fliall 
want none ; I fliall be with her f 1 may tell you) by her own 
appointment, eucn as you came in to me, her afliflant, or 
goe betweene, parted from me ; 1 fay I fliall be with her be- 
tweene ten and elcucn.for at that time the icalious-rafcally. 
knauehcr husband will be forth ) come you to me at night, 
you (ball know how I ipeed; 

Ford,l am bleft in your acquaintance^ you know Ford 
Sir? 

I 7 */. Hang him f poore Cuckoldly knaue)I know him not: 
yet I wrong him to call him poore ; They lay the iealous 
wittolly-knauehathmalTes of money* for the which his 
wife leemes to me well fauourd : I will vfe her as the key of 
-the Cuckoldly-rogue* Coffer ,& ther's my harueft-home. 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, fir, thatyou might auoid 
him, ityoti (aw him* ? 

Fat. Hang him, mechanic all* falt-butter rogue ; I will flare 
him out of hi* wits ; I will awe*him with my cudgell •• it 
^ , “ 8 /hall 
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fliall han 2 like a Meteor ore the Cuckolds horns : Malle? 
Broome, thou ftialt know, I will predominate ouer the 
pezint, and thou (halt Ijrc with his Wc-Come to me foone 
at night : Ford's a knaue,and 1 will aggrauate his flile: thou 
(Matter Broome ) flialt know Into for knaue,and Cuckold- 

Come to me foone at night. 

Ford. What a damn’d Epicurian-Rafcali rs this ? my 
heart is ready to cracke with impatience*' who flics this is 
improuident iealoufie? my wife hath fent to him, the 
howreis fixt, the match is made; would any man haue 
thoughtthisffec the hell of hauinga faire woman: my 
bed (hall be abus’d, my Coffers ranfack’d, my reputation 
gnawne at, and! fhall not onely receiue this villanous 
wrong, but fland vnder the adoption of abhomfnable 
termes, and by him that does me this wrong: Termes, 
names : i xAmaimon founds well j Lucifer,vid\i Barhafon^cl-y 
yet they are Diuels additions $ the names of fiends : But 

Cuckold, Wittoll, Cuckold? the Diucll himfclfe hath not 
fuch a name. Page is an Alfe, a fecure Aflfc ; hee will trull 
his wife, hee will not bee iealous ; I will rather trull 
a Fleming with my butter, VexFon^Hugh the We IJhmdn 
with my Cheele, an Irifh man with my Aqua- vitat-bottle, 
or a Thcefe to walke my ambling gilding, then my 
wife with her fclfe- Then (lie plots, then (hee rumiuatcsj 
then fliec deuifes ; and what theythinke in their hearts 
they may effedj they willbrcake their hearts but they 
will effeft. Hcauen bee prais'd for my iealoulie : elcuen 
o'clocke the howre, I will preuent this, detect my wife, 
bee reueng'don Falftaffe, and laugh at Page, I willabout 
it, beter three houres too foone, then a mynute toolate.- 
fic,fie,fie : Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold* 

Exits 

i 

* * v> v: 

Scene Tertia. 

Enter Cains tRugfa Page f $balien> t Slender 
Caim, Iacke Rugby. 








~ 

The merry Wines of Windfor . 

m ... « 

* *+ 

%tt.S ir. 

C^.VatisthccIockfe/^. ' ... 

’Tis pa£i the howre ( Sir ) that Sir Hugh promts d 

‘° gar, he has faue his foule,dat he is no-come:hee 

has pray his Pibie well* dat hee is no-come, by gat (lacl^ 
%ugby ) he is dead already, if he be come. 

/ Hec is wife Sir ; hee knew your vvorfhip wouldlcdl 

him if he came- •ni'-nu^ 

Cam. By gar.de herring is no dead, fo as I ytll kil him, 

take your Rapier, ( lack* ) I vill tell you how I vill kill 

^ XV Rug- Alas fir, I cannot fence. 

CW.Villanie, take your Rapier. 

Rita, Forbeare, beer's company; 

HojHBlelTe thee.bulIy-Doaor. 

Shal. ’Saue you Mailer Do&or Cam. 

P<igf.Now good Mailer Doiflor; 

Slen Giueyou good morrow, fir. 

Cum Vat be all you one,two,tree,fowre, comefor / 

Hofl. To fee thee fight, to fee thee foigne, to fee thee 
trauerfe, to fee thee hcerc.to fee thee there, to fee thee paffe 
thv punfto, thy ftockc, thy reuerfe, thy dillance, thy mon- 
tane : f Is hee dead, my Ethiopian ? is he deadly Francifcd? 
ba Bully ? what faies mv Efiulapm l tny Caller; f my heart 
ofElder/ ha /is he dcadbuily-Stalef is he dead? 

Cat . By gar, he is dc Coward iack-Prieu of de vorld • nc 
is not Ihow his face- . TT „ e 

Hofl. Thou art aCafialion-king Vrinall} Hcthr of 

Greece ( my Boy) . , n 

Cai. I pray you heare witnefle, that mee haue l ay, 
fixe or feuen, two tree howres lor him, and hee is no- • 

C0! ?L.He is the wifer man ('Mailer Do&orjhc Isa curer of 

foulcs, and ypu a cureroi bodies; if y ou (hould light, ytu 

goe again ft the hairc of your profeflions • is it not true, 
Mailer "Page! 

Page. Mailer Shallow j you hauc your fclfe beenc g 
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great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

.fW-dody-kins M, Page, though 1 now be old, and of 
the peace; ill fee afwordout, my finger itches tomakc 
one; though wee are lullices, and Dodors, and Church-, 
men ( Mailer Page) w-eciiaue Ibme fait of our youth i, i vs, 
we are the fons of wotMW( Mailer Page.) 

Page. ’Tis true, Mrflcr Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found lo,(M,7>age ) M. Dodlor fom, I 
am come to letch you home, 1 am fworn of the peace, you 
haue Ihow’d your fife a wife Phylicien,and Sir Hugh hath 
fiiowne himfelfea wife arid patient Church man } you muft 
goe with me.M’Dodtor. 

Hofl,. Pardon, Gueft-Iulhccj a Mounfeur Mocke- 
Watcr. 

Cai. M ick- vater ? vat is dat? 

H»fl. Mock-water, in ourEnglilh tongue, is Valour 
(Bully,; 

Cai. By gar, then I haue as much Mock-vater as de 
Englifliman } feuruy- lack-dog- Prieft ; by gar, mee vill 
hiseares. - 

Heft. tic will Clapper claw thee tightly ( Bully.; 
C<M.Clapper-de claw? vat is dat ? 

Hofl. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By gar, me doe lookc he (hall clapper-de-daw me,' 
for by-gar, me vill haue it, 

Hofl. And I willprouoke himto’t,orIet him wag: 

Cat, Me tanck you for dat. 

Hofl. And moreouer,( Bully ;but firfl, Mailer Ghue(l,and 
M-.Page,axi& eeke Caualeiro Slender, goe you through the 
Towne to Frogmore. 

Page. Sit Hagbis thcre.is he ? 

Hofl. He is there, fee what humor hee is in j and I will 
bring the Doctor aboutby the Fields; will it doe well? 

Shaf. Wcc will doe it. . r 

tHU. \dieu,good Mailer Doctor- 
G«.8y.gar,ine vill kill de Pricft,for he fpcake for a lack- 
an-Ape to Anne Page. 

Hofl, JL.ct him die; Ihcaththy impatience, throw cold 

E water 
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water on thy Chollerjgoc about the fields with me through 
Trogmore, / will bring thee where Miflris <tAnne Pageis^t a 
Farm-houfe a Fealling ; and thou ihalt wooe her, Cride- 
game,faid / well i 

Cat. By-gar, roe danckyou vord^by gar I loue yon,and 
/(ball procure'a you dc good G™;dc Earle, de Kmght,de 
Lords.de Gentlemen, my patients. 

f loft. For the which,/ will be thy aduerfary toward Amt 
Page-hid /well / 

(at. By gar, 'cis good veil (aid. 

Ho/I. Let vg wag then. 

Cat. Come at my heeles,/^ Rugby. 

txtm. 

\s4Bpu Ter tins. Scot ha Prim#. 

liK.h :/.n' . : ,-jin Vi..,- 

Enter Emms, Simple^ Page, Shallow, Slender, Hof , Cam, 

Rugby. 

Enam. I pray you how, good Mailer Slenders feruingman 
and friend Simple by your name; which way haue you 
look’d for Mailer Cants, that calls himfelle Do&or of 
Phificke. 

Stmp. Marry Sir, the pittie-ward, the Parke-ward, 
euery way , olde Wtndfor way, and eucry way but the 
Toune-way, 

Euan, / moil fehemcntly dcfireyou,you wflllooke that 
way. 

Simp, /will fir. 

Euan. ’Pit tfe my loule : how full of Chollors 1 am and 
trempling of minde ; /[(ball be glad if hee haue decciued 
trie : how melancholics /am / / willknog his Vrinalls a- 
bi uthis knsues collard, when / haue good oportunities 
for theorke- P.cife my foule. Toftallow Ritters towhofe 
JaBs; melodious Birds jing Madrigalls : There will wee make 
aur Ptds of Ropes '■ and a thoufand fragrant pofies, TtfhaU 
low : 'Mercieon mee, / haue a great dilpofitions to cry: 
[Mdodtotn birds jing Madrigalls-.- When Oi l fat in Pa - 

kbit 



T he merry iViues of Win dfor % 

tilon : and a thoufand vagrant Pofies. To fallow, & c . 

Sim. Yonder he iscomming, this way Sir Hugh. 
Euan.tices welcome : To [hallow Pfuers,in whofefals : - 

Heaucn profper the right - what weapons is he/ 

Sim. No weapons, Sir } there comes my mailer, Mailer 
Shallow, and another Gentleman ; from Frogmore, ouer the 
ftile,tbis way. 

Euen. P ray you giue me tay gowne, or elfe keepe it in 
your armes. 

SwL How now Mailer Parlon ? good morrow good 
Sir Hugh, keepe a Gameller from the dice, and a good 
Studicnt from his bookc, and it is wonderful!- 
Slen, Ah fwcet s slnne Page. 

Page.’S aue you,good Sir Hugh. 

Euan.'PlcalTc you from his mercy- lake,all of you. 
Shal.Wh at ? the Sword, and the Word ? 

Doe you lludy them both Mailer Parfon Z 

Page. And youthfull Hill, in your doublet andhofe, this 
raw-rumaticke day / 

Euan. There is reafons,and caufes for it l 
Page, Wee arc come to you, to doe a good office, Mailer 
Parfon. • 

Euan. Fery-well, what is it / 

Page ■ Yonder is a moil reuerend Gentleman ; who 
fbe-like )hauing rcceiued wrong by fome perfon, is at 
moil odds with his ownegrauity and patience, that euer 
youfaw. 

Shall haue liued foure-icore yeeres,andvpward ; I neuer 
heard a man of his place, grauity, and learning, fo wide of 
his ownerefpeft. 

Euan -Whit is he / 

Page. I thinkc you know him ; Mailer Duftor Casus the 
renowned French Phyiician. 

Euan. Got’s.will, and his pallion of my heart,,/ had as 
liefeyou would tell me of a melfe of porredge. 

Page. Why l 

Euan. Hee has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, and hee is aknaue befides: a cowardly knaue, a* 

. E * you 
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you would defires to acquainted withall* 

Page- 1 warrant you, hec’s the man ihould fight with 
him. 

Situ. O facet t Anne Page, 

Shal.lt appearcs fo by his weapons* keepe them a funder, 
here comes Doftor Cam . 

Page. Nay good Mailer Parfon, keepe your weapon* 

Shal- So doe you, good Mailer Dodor* 

Hofi • Diiarmc them, and let them queilion * let them 
keepe their limbs whole, and hacke our Engliih. . 

Cat, I pray youlct-a-mee ipeake a word with your care,' 
vherefore vill you not meet-a me ! 

Euan.] Pray you vfeyour patience in good time. 

Cam. By. gar, you arc de Coward : de Iacke dog : Iohn 
Ape. 

Euan-. Pray you let vs not be laughing-ilocks to other 
mens humors * 1 defire you in friend(hip,and I will one way 
or other make you amends ; I will knog your Vrinal about 
your knaues Cogs-combe. 

g'at.'Diable ; lack^Rugbj : mine Hofide larteer • haue I 
not ilay for him, to kill him i haue 1 not at dc place 1 did 
appoint? 

Euan. As I am a Chriilians foule, nowlookeyou ; this is 
the place appointed, ilc be iudgement by mine Hofi of tie 
Garter, 

Hofi. Peace,I fay, gattaznd Gaule, French and Welch, 
Soule- Curcr, and Body-Curer. 

(fiau I, dat is very good,exce!Iant. 

Hofi. Peace, I fay jheare mine Hoil of the Garter, 

Am 1 politicke ? Am I fubtle ? Am 1 a Machiucll i 
Shall I loofe my Dodlor / No, hegiues me the Potions and 
the Motiqns. Shall 1 loofe my Parfon/’my Prieft ! my Sir 
Hughl No,hec giues me the ProUerbcs, and the No-verbes. 
Gitie me thy hand ( Ceieiliall ){o; Boyes of Art, I haue 
deceiu’d you both j I haue directed you to wrong places ; 
your hearts are mighty, your skinnes are whole, and let 
burn d Sacks be theillue; Come, lay their (words to pawne. 
Follow rae ? Ladof peace, follovr,foHow, follow. 

" - * 1 --/• i- * „ ' , 
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Shal. Truil me, a mad Hoil •" follow Gentlemen, fol- 
low . 

Slen. O facet Anne Page. 

CW.Ha’do Ipercciue dat/Haueyou makc-a de.fotofvs, 
ha, ha? 

Euan. This is well, he has made vs his vlowting-flog : 
I defire you that we may be friends * and let vs knog our 
praines together to be reuengeon this lame /call fcuruy- 
cogging-companion the Hoil of the Garter. 

Cat. By gar, with all my heart } he promife to bring nice 
where is Aufie Page , by gar be deceiue me too; 

EuanSNeM,] will finite his noddles,- pray you follow. 

Sceena Secunda. 

Mil-Page, Robin, Ford, ( Page,SbaltmjSlender, Heft, 

Euans,Qaitts. 

rJAifl. Page. Nay keepe your way ( little Gallant ) y ou 
were wont to be afollowcr 5 butnow you arc a Leadenwhe- 
ther had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye ryour mailers 
heeles ? 

Rob. I had rather ( forfooth,goe before you like a min* 
then follow him like a dwarfe. (Gourtier. 

Mtf.Page.Q you are a flattering boy, now I fceyou’l be a 

Ford. Well met miftrisPage , whether go you- 

Mif.Page.Tmly Sir,to fee your wifcjisflieathome/ 

iFW. l,and as idle as (he may hang together for want of 
companies I thin keif your husbands were dead, you two 
would marry. 

tMif.Page. Be fure of that, two other husbands; 

lord. Where had you this pretty wcathcr cocke? 

Mifi.Pa. I cannot tell what ( the dickens,) his name ismy 
husband had him oh what doe you cal your Knights name 

Reb-Sir lehn Falftaffe. (fir rah? 

Ford.Sit lehnFalftafe, 

^./\He,he,I can neuerhiton’snamesthcreisfuch aleaguc 
between my goodman,andhc;isyour Wife at home indeed. 
•“ E $ ~ fordi 
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JfyrM ndecdUtic^:.^. : Lii U'!: : 4 . ' . ;' 

MiJ. Page . By your leaue fir,T am fickc till I fee her. 

Ford.HasTage any braines? Hath he any cics? Hath he ’ 
any thinking l Sure they fleepc, hee hath no vfe oi them : 
why this boy will carric a letter twenrie mile is eafie, as 
a Gabon wilj,(hootpoint-blanketwcluefcore : hee pecc« 
out his wiues inclination * hee glues her folly motion 
and aduantage : and now (he’s going to my wife, and Fal. 
Jlajfa boy with her; A man may heare this fhowrcfmg 
in the winde* and Falftaffes boy with her : good plots, 
they are laide, and our reuolted wiues fliare damnation 
together. Well, I will take him, then torture my wife, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of modkftie ftom the fo. Tee- 
ming Miilris Page,<iivu\ge Page himielfc for a fccure and 
Wilfull tsitteon, and to thcfc violent proceedings all my 
neighbotsftiallcryaime. The clocks glues me my Qu, 
and my alTiirance bids me fearch, there 1 ihall finde Fal- 
ftafte- i (hall be rather praifd»orthis, then mock’d, for itisas 
poffitiue, as the earth is firme, that Falftaffe is there : J will 

g°. , 

Shell, Page i &c.SNe\\ met Mailer Ford. 

Ford. Truft me, a good knotte ; I haue good cheere at 
horhe,and 1 pray you all go with me. 

Shal. Imuft excufe my felfe Mailer Ford, 

Slot. And lb rnuft I Sir, 

We haue appointed to dine with Miilris Anne, 

And 1 would not breake with her ior more mony 
Then iiefpeakeof. 

■Shah We haue linger’d about a match betweenc Amt 
Page, and my cozen Slender , and this day wee (hall haue our 
anfwer. 

Slen.l hope 1: haueyour good will Father Page. 

Page. You hade Mallei S lender, \ itand wholly for you, 
But my wife (, Mafier Doctor ) is for you altogether. 

Cains* Ibe-gar, and dc Maid is loiie-a me : my nurflva- 
Quickly tellmeiomuih. 

Hoft. What lay you to young Mafier Fenton? He capers, 
he dances, he has eies of youth : he writes verfes,he ip akes 
” - * holiiday, 
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holliday, hcfmels Aprrll and May, he will carry’t, hee will 

carryVus in his buttons, he will tarryT. 

Paae. Not by myconfentl proimleyou.The Gentleman 
is ot no hauing,he kept companie with the wildc Prince, & 
Point * : hec is of too high a Rfgion, hee knows too much : 
no hee (hall not knit a knot in hisfoitunes, with the finger 
of my fubflance > if he takes herjet him take her (imply, the 
wealth I haue waits on my confent, and my confent goes 

not that way: _ , . . 

Ford. I befeech you heartily, fome of you goehome with 
me to dinner ; beiides your cheere you (hall haue (port, I 
will (hew you a monfter ; Mafter Dodor, you (hall goe, 1© 
fliall your Mafter Page. and you Sir Hugh. 

5 W. Well, fare you well : ,v 

WeJhall haue the freer woing at Matter P agest 
Cdt.Go home lohn Rugby,{ come anon.} 

Hoft. Farwell my hearts, I will to my honeft Knight 
Falftaffe, and drinke Canarie with him. 

Ford. 1 thinkcl ihall drinke in Pipe-wme firft w»h him 3 
ile make him dance. Will you go,Gcntles ? 

AH* Haue with y ou,to fee this Monfter. Exeunti 

Sceena Tertia . 

Enter Mafter Ford. Mafter Page f Seruants i ’Rfl>M,F4lftaf«, 
Ford t Page, Cains jEuans. * 

Mif.Ford. What what Robert. ' . , 

M.Page, Quickly, quickly > Is the Buck-basket-^— 
Afif.Ford.l warrant.What^e^n I fay. 

Mtf.Page. Come, come, come. 

Ctei.Ferd. Hcerc,fct it dowhe. . # 

M. Page, Giue your men the charge, wee muftbebriefe, 
be ready here hard by in the Brew-houfc, and when / fo- 
dainly call you, come forth, and (without any paufc,or dag- 
gering) take this basket on your (houldcrsjthat done 

trudge with it in all haft, and carry it among the Whit- 
v “ ‘ iters 
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decs in Dotchet Mead, and there empty itinthemuddie 
ditch.clofe by the Thames fide. 

Miff age. You will do it ? (dire&ion. 

M.Ford. I ha told them ouer and ouer, they lackeno 
Begone,and come when youarecall'd. 

M-Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you l 

MifFord . How now my Eyas Musket, what newes 

%ob. My M. Sir lokn is come in at the backc doore 
f Mift.Fe*v/,and requefls your company. 

M/Page. You little lack a lent, hauc you bin true to vs.' 

Rob. 1, ile be fwerne ; my Matter knowes not of your 
being heerc: and hath threamed to put mee into euerla« 
fling liberty, if I tcllyou ofit ;forhefwcarcs he’ll turnc me 
away. 

Mi f. Page. Thou’rt a good boy; this fccrecy of thine (lull 
be aTailor to thee, and ihall make theca new doubled and 
hofe. lie go hide me. .... - 

Mtf.Ford. Do fo, go tell thy Matter,! am alone } Miftrig 
y^^remember you your Qu, 

I MifjfageA warrant thee, if I do not a<A it,hi(Te me. 

Mf.FordGo too then 5 we’l vie this vnwholiomc humi- 
dity, this grolTe-watry Pumpion , we’il teach him to know 
Turtles from Iayes. 

Fal. Hauc I caught thee, my heauenly Iewell f Why now 
let me die, for 1 haue lin'd long enough 5 This is the period 
of ambition ; CTtbisblelled hourc. 

Mi/. Ford.O i west Sir Iobn. 

Fal. Miftris Ford , I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Matter 
Ford) now Ihall I finnein rpy wifh j 1 w< uld thy ‘Husband 
were dead, ile fpeake it before the bett Lord, 1 would make 
theemy Lady. 

Mtf Ford. 1 your Lady Sir loh» ! Alas, I fliould be a pitti- 
full Lady. 

Fal. Let the Court of France (hew mee fuch another; 
1 fee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond } Thou 
foatt the righcarched-beautyofthe brow, that becomes the 
Ship-tyre, the Tyre-valiant, or any Tire of Venetian 
admittance. 

LPrliftrU 
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Mifl.Vord. A plaine Kcrchicfe,Sir tohn: 

My browes become nothing elfe,northat well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo : thou Wouldft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firme fixture of thy foote, 
would giuc a£ excellent motion to thy gate, in a femi- 
circled Farthingale. 1 fee what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foe, were not Noture thy friend: Come, thou canftnot 
hide it. 

Mifl.Ford.Belccuc me,thet’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me loue thee? Let thatperfwadetheei 
Ther's fomething extraordinary in thce.Conje I cannot 
cog, and fay thou art this and that, like a-manie of thefs 
lifping hauthorne buds, that come like women in mens 
apparrell, and fraell like: Bucklers-berry in timple 

time : 1 cannot, but I loue thee, none but thee; and thou 
deferu’ttit. 

M-F or d. Do not betray me fir, I fcare you Iouc Wl.Pagei 

Fal. Thou mightft as well fay, I loue to walkc by the 
Counter-gate, which is a hatcfullto nie,astherceke of a 
Lime- kill. 

(JUif.Ford.We\l t heauen knowes how I loue you. 

And you ihall one day finde it. 

.Fal. Kcepe in that minde,IIedeferue it* 

Mtft.Ford. Nay, I mutt tell you.foyou doe j 
Or elfe I could not be in thatminde. 

Fo&.Miftris Fard.Mittris Ford , hccre’sMiftris Page at the 
doore, fwcating, and blowing, and looking wildly, 
would needs fpeake with youprefently. 

Fal. She Ihall not fee me, 1 will cnfconce mee behinde 
the Arras. 

(JM.Ford.Ptvg you doe fo, Ihc’ s a very tatling womans 
Whats the matter? How now? 

MdJl.Pag.O miflris Ford what haue you done i 
You’rfham’d, y’are ouerthrownc, y’are vndonefor euer. 1 

M.Ford. What’s thcmatter,'good miftris Page} 

(JH.Pagt. O weIaday,mi(t.jW, hauing and honeftsnan 
to your husband, to giue him fuch caufe oi fufpition. 

M.Ford. What caufe offufpition? 

F ‘ 
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rjMif'Pttgn What caufe offufpition/Out vpon you : 

How am 1 roittooke in you? 

MiJ.Ftrd. Why ( alas) what's the matter ? 

Mtf.Page> Your husband's comming hetber ( Woman) 
with all the Officers in Windfor, to fearcih for a Gentle- 
man, that hee (ayes is heere now in the houle, by your 
confent to take an ill aduantage of his abfencc, you arc 
vndone. 

M. Ford. ’ Tis not,fo, I hope. 

Jldifl. Page. Pay heauen it be notfo, that you baue fuch 
a man heere: but’tismoftcertaine your husband’s com- 
ming, with halfe Windfor at his heelcs,to ferch for fuch a 
one, / come before to tell you, ifyou know your felfe cleerc, 
why / am glad of it, but if you haue a friend here, conuey, 
conuey him out. Be not amaz’d, call all your fenfes to you, 
defend your reputation,orbidfarwcll to your good life for 
euer. 

M.Ftrd. What (ball /doc? There is a Gentleman my 
deere friend, and 1 feare not mine ownc ffiamc fo much, as 
his pcrill./ had rather then a thoufand pound he were out of 
the houfe. 

M.FzgeTox ftiame,ncuer flindfyou had rather, you had 
rather ) your husband’s heere at hand, bethinke you of 
fomeconueyance: in the houfe you cannot bide hum Oh, 
how haue you deceiu’d me i Looke, heere is a basket, if hce 
be of any reafonable ftature, hee may creepe in heere ,and 
throw fowlelinnen vpon hin^as if it |were goingto buck- 
ing ) Or it is whiting time, lend him by your two men t« 
Dachet-IA cade. k 

cMJFord He’s too big to go in there , what (hall 1 doe i 

Fal. Let mefee't,ietmefec’t, O letmefee't: 

7le<n,ile in, follow your friends counfell, ilc in. 

Msfi.Tage.Ydhst Sir lohn Falftaffe ? Arethefe your Let- 
ters, Knight? 

Fal. 1 loue thee, hclpe race away ; let me crcepe in heere: 

ileneuer — 

M.Pag e.Helpe to couer your Matter ( Boy : ) Call your 
men ( Miftf/WO YoudiUembling Knight. 

MM 
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Mif.Ford, What lohn Rugby, Iohn \ ; Goe, take vp thefe 
cloathes heere.quickly ; Wher’sthe Cowle-ftaffc? Looke 
how you drumble ? Carry them to the Landrelle in Dat- 
chet rncade •• quickly.comc. 

7W.’Pray you come heere; if I fufpe/l without caufe. 
Why then makefportat me, then let me be your left, 
idtfcruc it:How now ? Whether beare you this ? 

Ser. To the Landrelle forfooth ? 

Mif.Ford . Why, what haue you to doe whether they 
beare it ? You were beft meddle with buck wattling. 

Ford. Bucke? / would / could wafh my ielfc of the Buck: 
Bucke,bucke,buckc,/buckc ;/ warrant you Bucke, 

And of the feafon too, itfhali appeare. 

Gentlemen, /haue dream’d to night, ile tell you my 
dreame, heere, heere, heere bee my keyes, alcend my 
Chambers, fearch, feeke, finde out: ile warrant wce’le 
vnkenncll the Fox- Let mce flop this way firft: fo,now 
vneape. 

Page. Good matter Ford,kc contented : 

You wrong your felfe too much. 

Ford. T rue ( matter Page ) vp Gentlemen, 

You (hall lee (port anon : 

Follow me Gentlemen. 

E**»s.Th\s isfery fantafticall humors and iealouGe*.' 

Casus By gar, ‘tisno-thefafliion of France : 

It is not iealoos in France. 

Page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) fee the yffac of his 
ftarcb. 

MtfPagt. /s there not a double excellency in this? 

Mif.Ford.1 know not which pleafes me better. 

That my husband is dccciucd,or Sir lohn. * 

MlfPage. Whata taking washein, when your husband 
askt who was in the basket ? 

Mtf.Fordi . 1 am haife affraid hee will haue neede of 
walbing, fo throwing him into the water, will doe him a 
benefit- 

tJMif.Page. Hang him difhonett rafeali : / would all of the 
fame ftraine.wcre in the fame dittrclle. 

F 2 Mift'Ferd- 
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j Mifi.Ford. I thinkc my husband hath forae fpcciall fuf. 
pition of Falfiafi being hcere : for I ncuei faw him fo groffe 
in hisicaloufietillnow. 

MiB.Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and wee will yet 
haue more trickes with Fa/Jtafe; his ditlolute difeafe will 
fearfe obey this medicnc. 

MiJ.Ford. Shall we fend that foolifhion Canon.Miltns 
Quic kly to him, andexcufc his throwing into the water, 
andgiue him another hope, to betray him to another 
punifhmentJ 

Wee will doe it 5 let him be lent for to mor. 

row eight a clocke to haue amends. 

Ford. I cannot findehim ; may be the knauc bragg'd of 
that he could not compaffc; 

Mi f. Page. Heard you that i 
Mif.Ford.You vfe me well>M Ferdi Doe you i 
Ford. Ijldoefo.- 

M.Ford. Heauen makeyou better then your thoughts 
Ford. Amen. 

Mif.Page. You doe your fclfe mighty wrong (M. Ford) 
Ford. 1,1 > I muft beare if. 

Essan.lf there be any pody in thehoufe,and in the cham- 
bers, and in the coffers, and in the preffes } heauen forgiue 
my finnes at the day of iudgement. 

ram. Bc-gar, nor 1 too ; there is no bodies* 

<j>age. Fy,fy,M JFW, arc you not afham'd ? What fpirit, , 
what diuell fuggefls this imagination/ I would not ha 
your diftemper in this kind, for the wclth of Windfor cafle. 
Ford. Tis my fault ( U'Tagt J1 fuffer for it-: 

Euans. You fuffer for a pad confcience ; your wife is as 
honeftao‘mans,as I willdefircs among fiucthoufand, and 
fine hundred too. m /. 

Cat. By gar, I fee ’tis an honed woman. 

For da Well,! promifd you a dinner, come, come, walkc 
in the P arke, I pray y ou pardon me : I will htreafeer make 
knownc to you why I haue done this. Come wife, come 
Mi&.Page,\ pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me. 
Page. Let's go in Gcntlemen,but (traft me) wc'lmockc 

• fo*, 




The merry Wittes of Windfor, 

Tiim ; I doc inuite you to morrow morning to my houfe to 
breakefaft: after we’ll a Birding together, I haue a fine 
Hawke for the bufh. Shall it be fo : 
iW.Any thing- 

Euan.lf there is one, I /hall make two in the Companies 
- Cai.u there be one, or two,! fhall makc-a-theturd. 

Ford. Pray you goe, M -Page. 

Euans . I pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie knauc, mine Hoff. 

CW-Dat is good by gar,withall my heart. 

A lowfie knaue, to haue his gibes, and his moc- 
keries. Exemtg 

Serna Quarto, 

Enter Fenton, Anne Page, Shallow t Slenderi 
Quickly age, Mifl, Page. 

Fen. I fee I cannot get thy Fathers louc. 

Therefore no more turne me to him ( fweet Nan.) 
cA»»e. Alas, how then i 
Fen. Why thou muft be thy fclfe; 

He doth obieft, I am too great of birth, 

And that my flate being gall’d with my cxpence, 

1 feeke to heale it oncly by his wealth. 

Befidcs thefe, other barres he layes before me,’ 

My Riots pad, my wildc Societies, 

And tels mc'tis a thing impoffible 
1 fhould louc thee,but as a property. 

Arme. May be he tels you true. _ 

Fetf.No, heauen fo fpeed me in my time to come* 

Albeit I will confeffe, thy Fathers wealth 
Was the firft motiuethat I woo’d thee (tAionei) 

Yet wooing thee,I found thee of more vale w 
Then damps in Gold, or fummes in fcglcd baggess 
And tis the very riches of thy fclfe, 

Thatnowlaymcat. 

^twe.Gcntw M.ftoM*. 
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Yetfcekemy Fathers loue s ftitl fcekc it fir, 

Ifopportunity and humbled iuir e 
Cannot attaine it.why then harke you hither. 

Shal. Breake their talkc Mitlris Quickly, 

My Kinfman (ballfpeake for hitnfelfe. 

Slen. Ik make a lhaft or a bolt on’t.flid, txs but venturing. 
Shat* Be not difmaid. 

Slen. No, (he (hall not difmay me • 

I care notfor that.butthat l am affeard. 

< 9 ^. Hark ye, Matter Slender would fpeake a word with you 
‘jnne.l come to him. This is my Fathers choice . 

Q w hat a world ofvilde- ill-fauour d faults 
Lookes handfomc in three hundred pounds a ycarc i 
And how do’sgood Matter Eentonl 
Pray you a word with you. 

Shat. Slice's comromg ; to her Coz : 

O boy, thou hsdft a father, 

Slen. I had a father (Miftris Anne ) my vncle can tel you 
good iefts of him 5 pray you Vncle, tel Miftris Anne the ieft 
how my Father ftolex wo Geefc out of a Pen, good Vnckle. 
Shal. Miftris my Cozen loues you. . 

Slen. I that I doc, as well as I loue any woman in Clo* 
ceftcrlhire. 

Shal He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoma n. 

Slen. I that 1 will.come cutdnd long-taile, vnder thede 

gree of a Squire. , 

Shal. Hcc will make you a handred and nine pounds 

joynture^ Matter Shadow let him woe for him. 

m $bat- Marry I thanke you 6* it j I thanke you for that 
good comfort : (he cals yoU (Coz) ilcleaucyou. 

Anne. Now Mattcr Slender, 
slen. Now good Miftris Anne. 

Anne. What is your will ? j .... 

Slen. My will? O dd's -barf- lings, that s a pretty *eft 1 ” 
deed .• I ne re made my Will yet ( I thinkse Heauen : ) l am 
not fach a fickely creature,! giuc Heauen'pmfe. 
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Anne. I meanc(Mif«>d#rJwhat would you with me ? 
Slen. Truely, for mine owne part, I would little or no. 
thin g with you: your father and vncle hath made motions 
ifit be my lucke,fo ;if not, happy man be his dole, they 
can tell yo u h o w things goc, better then I can : you may, 
your father,Heere he comes- 

Page. Now M after Slender ; Loue him daughter Anne* 
Why how now? What does Matter Fenton here if 
You wrong me Sir, thus ftill to haunt my houfe. 

I told you Sir, my daughter is difpofd of. 

Fen. Nay Mafter Page, be not impatient, 

Aftft. Fage. Good Mailer Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 

Fe».Sir,will you heare me? 

/’age. No, good Mafter Fenton. 

Cotne M .Shallow : Come fonne Slender, in $ 

Knowing my minde.you wrong me (M-Fenton.) 

Qui. Speaketo Miftris Page. 

Fen.Good Miftris Pagejot that I loucyour daughter 
Jnfuch a righteous fa(hion as I do, 

Perforce,againft all checkes,rebukes,and manners, 

1 mud aduance the colours or my loue, 

And not retire. Let me haue your good will: 

oAnne. Good mother, do not marry mctoyondfoolc; 
t AtiJl.Page. 1 meane it not, 1 feeke you a better hu£ 
band. 

^#.That’smy mafter, Mafter Doctor. 

Anne. Alas I had rather be fet quick i’th earth. 

And bowl’d to death with T urnips. 

Mifl.Fage. Come, trouble not your felfe good Mattes 
Fenton, l will not be your friend, nor enemy : 

My daughter will I'qucftion how (he loues you, 

And as I finde her,fo am I affc&cd ; 

Till then , fare will Sir,ftic muft needs go in. 

Her father will be angry. 

Fen. Farewell gentle Mlttris ; farewell Nan* 

.£2*. This is my doing now ; Nay, (aide I, will you ca® 
away your childc on a Foole,and a Phyfuiag • 

X.ooJke 









Thejnerry Wines of Windfor. 

Looke on Matter Ventw,M% is my doing. 

Fen. I thankc thee : and I pray thee once to night, 

Giue my fweet Nan this Ring : there's for thy paineu 
Qh. Now heauen fend thee good fortune,® kinde heart 
be hach:a woman would run through fire and water for 
fucha kinde heart. But yet* I would my Mailer had Mittris 
AntUj or ! would Mafter Slender had her : or (in footh } [ 
would Matter Fenton had her ; I will doe what I can for 
them all three^fo f fo /haue promifed,and ilcbcas good as 
sny word} but fpecioufly for Matter F^t^.Well,! mutt of 
another errand to Sir John Fdftaffc from my two Miitreflcs: 
what a bead am I to flacke if. Exeunt* 

Sccena Quarto^ 

Enter FalJlaffe,Bar dolfe, Quickly, Ford. 

FalBBardelfe I fay. 

Bar. HeereSir* . 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sacke, put a toft in.t. 

Haue I Had to be carried in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offall .'and to bethrowne in the Thames ? Wei, 
if 1 be feru'd fuch another tricke, ilc haue my braines 
fane out and butter’d, and giuen them to a dogge for a 
Ncw-yearcsgifr: The rogues flighted race into the Riuer 
with as little remorfc, as they would haue drown'dc a. 
bHnde bitches Puppies, fifceenc i'th litter s and you may 
know by my fize, that / haue a kinde of alacrity in fink, 
ingiifthc bottome were as deepeas heil,/ihould downc/ 
/had beene drown’d, but that the fhore was flicluy and 
fh allow J a death that / abhorre for the water fwelles a 
man ; and what a thing fbould 1 haue beene, when I 
had beene Iwel’d / (houldhaue beenc aMountaine of 

Mummie. , 

Bar. Her e’sM. Quickly Sir to fpeake with you'. 
fal. Come,kt me poure in fome Sacke to the Thames 
water : for my bellies as cold as if /had (wallow'd fnow- 
baIa,for piiles to cqole the reines.Callher in. 
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Bar. Come in woman. 

Qai. By your leaue ; I cry you mercy f 
G/ue your worfhip good morrow. 

Fal. Take away thefc Cha/Jices ; 

Go,brew me a pottle of Sacke finely. 

Bard. With Egges, Sir / 

Fal. Simple of it felfe; lie no Pullct-Sperfme in mybre- 

wage.How now l 

Qui. Marry Sir,/ come to your worfhip from M .Ford. 

Tali Mtf. Ford? I haue had Ford enough 5 1 was thrown 
into the Ford , Ihaue my belly full of Ford. 

Qui. Alas the day, ( good-heart ) that was not her fault j 
flje do's fo take on with her men j they miftooke, their 
eredion. (promile. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build vpon a foolifh Womans 
Well, fhe laments Sir for it, that it would yern your 
heart to fecit . her husband goes this morning a birding; 
flie defircs you once more to come to her, beeweene eight 
and nine 5 1 rauft carry her word quickely, flic’ll make you 
amends/ vvarrantyou. 

F<*/.WeII,I will vifit her, tell her fo ; and bidde her thinke 
what a man is 5 Let her conlidcr his frailcty,and then iudge 
of my merit. 

QutA will tell her. 1 

Fal. Do fo.Bctweene nine and ten faift thou i 

Qui. Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone $ 1 will not mifle her. 

Qu. Peace be with you Sir. 

Fal.l meruaile ! hearc notofMafler Broome j he lent me 
word to ftay within ; 1 like his money well: . 

Oh,heerche comer. 

Ford Blelfe you Sir. 

Fal. Now M-^roawf,youcometo know 
What hath pad betweene me,and.FW.f wife.' 

Ford. Thatindeed ( Sir lehn ) is my buftnefle. 

Fal', M. Brooms I will notlye toyou, 

G / 
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I was at her houfethc houre flic appointed me. 

Ford. And fped you Sir? 

Fal. VeryillfauourcdlyM. Broome, .... 
Tord.Hovj fo fir,did (lie change her determination. 

F d, No(M. Broome ) but the peaking Curnuto her huf- 
band ("M •Broome ) dwelling in a continnalllarumofielou* 
fie, comes me in rheinftant of our encounter, after wee had 

cmbraft,kift,protefted,and(asitwerc ) fpoke the prologue 

of our Comedy • and at his hecles, a rabble of nis compani. 
ons,thieher prouokedand inftigated by his diftemper, and 
(forfooth ) to fearch his houfe for his wiucs Louc. 

Ford. What ? While you were there l 
Fal. While /was there. 

jW.And did hcfcarchfor you, and could not fand you? 
Fal- You (hall heare. As good lucke would haue it, comes 
in one Mid. Page.gmcs intelligence of Fords approaclv-and 
in her inuention,and Fords Wms diftraftion^hey conucy'd 
me into a buckc-baskct. 

Ford. A Buck* basket? 

Fal. Yes, a Buck- basket: fam’d mee in with foule 
Shirts, and Smockes, Socks, foule .Stockings, grcafie 
Napkins, that ( Mafler Broome ) there was the ranked 
compound of vilianous fincll, that euer offended no* 
ftrill. 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal. Nay, you fliall heare ( Mafler Broome) what 1 
haue fuffered, to bring this woman to euill, for your 
oood: Being thus cram’d in the Basket, b couple of 

Fords knaues, his Hindes, were cald forth by their Mi- 
ftris, to carry mee in the name of foule Cloathes to 
Datchet lane ; they tooke mee on their flioulders met 
the icalous knaue their Mafler in the doorc ; who 
asked them once or twice what they had in their Baf* 
ket? I quak’d for feare left the Lunatique Knaue 
would haue fearch’d it: but Fate ( ordaining hee fliould 

bee a Cuckold) held his hand: well, on went hee, for 

a 
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a fearch and away went I for foule Cloathes j But 
markc the fequcll( Matter Broome) I fuffered the pangs 
of three feucrall deaths*' Firft, an intollerable fright, 
to bee detedled with a icalious rotten Bell- weather: 
Next to bee compafs’dlike a good Bilbo in the circum- 
ference of a Peeke, hilt to point, he.de to a head. And 
then to bee ftopt in like a ftrong diftillation with (link- 
ing Cloathes, that fretted in thetr owne greafe 
thinke of that, a man of my Kidney; thinke of that* 
that am as fubieeft to heatc as butter; a man of conti- 
nuail diffolution, and thaw : it was a miracle fo feape- 
iuffocation. And in the height of this Bath ( when f 
was more then halfe ilew’d in greafe ( like a Dutch - 
dilli ) to bee thrownc into the Thames, and 

coold, glowing-hot , in that ferge like a Horfe- 
flioo; thinke ofthat; hilling hot t thinke of that (Marter 
Broome.) 

Ford. IngoodfadneffeSir, I am forry, that for my fake 
you hauefufferd all this. 

My fuite then is defperate s You’ll vndertake her no 
mote? 

Fal. Matter Broome * I will bee throwne into Etca s 
as 1 haue beene into Thames, ere I will Icaue her thus; 
her Husband is this morning gone a Birding, 1 
haue receiued from her another ambaffie of mee- 
ting; ’twixt eight and nine is the hourc ( Matter 
Broome,) 

Ford. 'Tis patt eight already Sir, 

Fal. Is it ? I will then addreffe mee to my appoint- 
ment ^Come to mee at your conuenienc leafure, and 
you (hall know how / fpeedc : and the conclulion 
lhaii bee crowned with your enioying her : adiew ; you 
fliall haue her ( Mafler Broome ) Matter Broome, youfhal 
cuckold Ford. 

Ford . Hum : ha ? Is this a vifion ? Is this a drearae ? 
doe I fleepe ? Matter Ford awake, awake Matter Ford - 

G a thefs 










tier's a hole made in your bed coate ('Mailer Ford :)this 
’tistobce marryed; this 'tistohaue Lynncn, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, l will proclaime my felfe what I am * 

I will now take the Leacher; hee is at my houfe ; hee 
cannot fcape mee 3 'tis impoffible hee fiiould : hee can- 
not creepe into a halfc-penny purfe, not into a Peppor- 
Boxe. But left the Diuell that guides him, ffiould 
aide him, I will fcarch impoffible places : though 
what I am, I cannot auoide 3 yet to bee what I would 
not, (hall not make me tame 3 If I haue homes, to make 
one mad, lettheprouerbegoe with nice, ile bee home- 
mad. Exeunt, 

tAttm Quartos. Secern Prima. 

Enter CMtflrts Page, Quickly, William) £ uensi ' 

MifPage . Is he at M.Fords already think’ll thou ? 

Qui. Sure hee is by this 5 or will beeprefcntly ;but 
(rucly hee is very couragious mad, about his throwing 
Into the water. Miftris Ford deiires you to come fc- 
dainely. 

MsffPage. lie be with her by and by 5 ile but bring my 
yong-man here to Schoolc; looke where his Mailer comes; 
’tis a playing day 'I fee: how now Sir Hugh, no Schoole 
jf o day ? 

Emm. No, Mailer Slender is let the Boycs leaue to play. 

gur ’Bleffing ofhis heart. 

AitfPagt. Sir Hugh, my husband faies my fonne profits 
jnothing m ( the world at his Booke 3 1 pray you aske him 
jfome quelhons in his Accidence* 

Euans. Come hither William ; hold vp your head ; come. 

Mi/. Page. Come-on Sirha ; hold vp your head 3 anfweie 
your Matter, be not afraid. 

Euans. William, how many Numbers is in Nownes.? 

Will . Two. 

• ’ - r Qui 
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Qoji.Tracly J thought there had bin one Number more, 
becaule they fay od’s-Nowncs. 

ir«4«.Peacc,your fadings. What is ( Faire ) William ? 

WtH.Pulcher. 

Qu, Powlcats? there are fairer things then Powlcat, 

fure^ 

Euans. You area very fimplicity o’man ; / pray you 
peace, Wh at is ( Lapis ) William i 

Will. A Stone. 

Euan. And what is a Stone ( William l) 

Will. A Peeble. 

Euan- No 3 it is Lapis', I pray you remember in you? 
praine. 

Will: Lapis. 

Euans. That is a good William 3 what is he ( William) that 
do’s lend Articles; 

Articles arc borrowed of the Pronoune 3 and be thus 
declined * Singulariter nominatitso hie hacjhoc. 

Euan. Nominating hig,hag,hog j pray you marke 3 genitiue 
huius ; Well ; what is your sAccufatiue-cafel 

Will • Accufatim hinc. 

Euan. I pray you haue your remembrance ( childe) Ac{ 
cufatiuo hingfangjheg. 

j£«*.Hang-hog, is fatten for Bacon,/ warrant you. 

Emm. Leaueyour prables ( o’man^ What is the Eecatm 

cafe ( william i ) 

Will. Qfocatine, O. - • • r ' .V. 

Euan. Ktmembet William, Focatmej&caret. 

Qui. And thatY a good roote. 

< ( 0 man, forbare. 

tJMif.P ape . Peace. 

Euan. W hat is your Genitiue cafe plur all ( William?. ) . . 

Will. Genitiue cafe? 

Euan. I. 

Will, genitiue horumyharum,horitm.' 

.^•Vengeance of Ginyescalc;,fie on heu ncuar name 
G 3 her 
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her (childe ) if flic be a whore. 

Euan. For ihame o’man. 

fffui. You doe ill to teach the childe fuch words: hee 
teaches him to hie, and to hac; which they'll doe fall 
enough of themfelues, and to call horum 5 fie vpon you. | 
Euan: O man, art thou Lunaties? Hall thou no vn* 

derftandings for thy Cafes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders ? Thou art as foolilh Chriflian creatures, as I would 
defires.; 

jj/.'Fajrc.Pre’thee hold thy peace. 

£#<j#.Shew me now ( William ) fome declenfions of your 
Pronounes. 

Will. Forfooth, I haue forgot. 

Sums . Itis Qj*i,e\ue s quod\ if you forget your J^«/«,your 
gfset, andyour Quods, you mull be precchcs : Goe your 
waies and play,go. s 

CM-Page. He is a better fcholler then I thought heewaj. 
v £»4»x.Heis a good fprag-raemory : Farcwel UMis.Pagi. 

Mif. Page , Adeu good Sir Hugh. 

Get you home boy. Come we Hay too long; Exmt: 

Sccena Seemda. 

Enter Falftaffe, (JH.Ford, MiJl.Page,Seruants ) Ford } 
Page, Cairn, Evans Shadow* 

Pal. (JMsf.FerdjY our forrow hath eaten vp rrfy fuffe* 
ranee ; I fee you are obfequiousin your loue, and I pro* 
fclTe requitall to a haires bredth, not oncly Miftris Ford, in 
the fimple office of louc, but in all theaccuflrcmentcom- 
plement,and ceremony of ic : But are you fure of your hus- 
band now ? .v. 

M.Ford. Hee’sabirding ( (wcetSir/obv.) 

MifTage- What hoa,golhp Ford ; what hoa. 

Mf.Ford, Step into th’chamber, Sir Iohn 
. Mif. Page. Hovvnow ( fvveet heart ) w hofe at home: 

D bcfidcs 
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bcfidesyourfelfe? 

Mif Ford. Why none but mine owne people. 

Mf.Pagt. Indeed l 

Mif.Frod, No certainly ; Speake louder. 

MfPagt. Truly, I amfogladyou haue no body here. 

Mf.Ford. Why i] 

Mf, Page. Why woman, your husband is in his olde 
lines againc} he fo takes on yonder with my husband, fo 
railes againft all married mankiodjfo curfes all Estes daugh- 
ters,of what complexion foeuer 5 and fo bufFettcs himfclfe 
cn the for-head ; crying peere-ouc,peere-out,that any mad- 
nclle I euer yet beheld, feem'd but tamenelTc, ciuility, and 
patien cc to this his diftemper he is in now . I am glad the 
fat Knightis not hecre, 

Mtf.Ford. Why, do’s he talkeofhim ? 

Mif, Page. Of none buthim, and fweares hee was ca- 
ried out the Jail time hee fcarch’d for him, in a Basket; 
Protells to my husband he is now heere, and hath drawne 
him and the reft of their company from their /port, to 
make another experiment ofhis fufpition : But I am glad 
the Knight is not heere } now hec ihallfee his owne foo* 
lerie. 

Mif.Ford-How necre is he Miftrs Page? 

Mifi Page.Uitd by, at ftreet end j he will be here anon. ! 

Mif.Ford. I am vndone.the Knight is heeres . 

MtJl.Tage. Why then you are .vtterly fliam’d,and bee’s 
buta. dead man.Whata woman are you? Away with him, 
away with him 5 Better lhame,then murrher. 

Mtfl Ford 'Flhizh way fhoutdhegoe :HowlhouId/bcr 
flow him ? Shall /put him into the basket againe?. 

Fal. No, lie come no more i'th Basket 1. 

May I not gee out ere he come? 

Mif.Page. Alas : three of Mailer Fords brothers watch 
the doorc with Piftols, that none lhallilTue out: ’otherwife 
you might flip [away ere hee came : But what make you , 
heere ? 

Fall 
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7 W. What foall I doe? lie creepe vp into the chimney. 
Mif.Ford. There theyalwayes vie todifeharge their Bir- 
ding-peece: crcepe into the Kill- hole. 

Fal. Where is it i 

Mif Ford. Hee will feelce thereon my word; Neyther 
Pretie, Goffer, ChcA, Trunke, Well, Vault, but hee hath 
an ab Arad for the remembrance ofiuch places, and goes 
to them by his Note; There is no hiding you in the 
houfe. 

Fal. He goe out then; 

Mift'Ford. If you goe out in your owne femblance,ycu 
die Sir Job*, vnlefle you go out dlfguis’d. 

Mif.Ford. How might we difguife him ? 

Mif.Page. Alas the day I know not, there is no womans 
gownebigge enough for hint: otherwife he Might put on a 
hat, a muffler, and kerchicfe, and fo efcape. 

FaU Good hearts, diuife fomething ; any extremitie, ra- 
ther then a mifehiefe. 

Mif.Ford. My Maids’Aunt the fat woman of Bradford, 
has a gownc aboue. 

Mtf.Tage. Onmy word it will ferue him : Ihee’s asbig 
as he is ;and there’s herthrum’d hat,and her muffler too.- 
run vp Sir lohn. 

Mif.Ford- Go, go,fwcetSir lohn ■ (JUifrisTage'and I 
will looke fome linnen for your head. 

A/#yrPrfrge.Quicke,quickc,wce'Je come drefle you ftrafght; 
put on the gbwrie the while. 

Mif.Ford, /would my husband Would meete him in this 
foape; he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford; hce 
fweares foe’s a witch, forbad her my houfe,and haththrea- 
tned to beate her. 

Mif. Page. Heauen guidehim to thy husbands cudgellj 
and the .diuelJ guide hiscudgell Afterwards- 

Mif.Ford. But is m.y husband comming ? 

Mif.Pdge . I in good fadncfTc is hee, and talkes cf the 
basket too, howfoeuer he hath had intelligence. • 

Mif. 
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Mir.Ford.Weel try that : s forile appoint my men to car- 
ry the baskctagaine,to meete him at the doore with it, as 
they did laft time. 

Mf. Page. Nay, but hee’l be heere prefer, tly tier goe 
drefle him i;ke the witch of Bradford. 

Mif.Ford. lie firQ dired my men, what they foall 
doe with the basket : Goe vp, i!e bring linnen for him 



Araight* 

t Mif. Page, Hang him difoonft Varfct, 

We cannot mifufe enough •’ 

We 11 leaue a proofe by that which we will doe, 

Wiues may be merry, and yet honeA too: 

We do not ade that often, ieA, and laugh, 

Tis old, but true, StillSvvine cats all thedraugh. 

Mif.Ford. Go Sirs, take the bas basket againe on your 

fooulders; your MaAeris hard at doore: if he bidyoa let 
it dovvne,obey him j quickly ,difpatch. 

I Ser. Come,come s take it vp. ~ 

t Ser, Pray heauen it be not full of Knight againe. 
i Sir. l.hopenot,! had liefe as beare fo much lead. 

Ford. I.but if it proue true ( MaAcr Page ) haue you any 
Way then to vnfoole mee againe. Set downe the basket 
villaine: fome body call my wife : Youth in a baskets 
Oh you Panderly Rafcals, there’sa knot : a gin, a packe, 
a confpiracie againA mee. Now foall the diuel be foamd* 
What wife I fay : Come, come forth : behold what ho- 
neit cloathesyou fend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this pafTes MaAer Ford, you are not to goe 
loofeany longcr,you muA be pinnion’d. 

Euanr. Why, this is Lunaticks :this is madde, as a mad 



dogge. 

Shal. In deed MaAer Ford, this is not well indeed. 

Ford. So fay I too Sir, come hither MiAris Ford, MlAris 
jW,the bone A woman, the modeft wife, the vertuous crea- 
ture, that hath the Jealous foole to her husband : 1 luiped 

without cauls ('MidrU ) do I i - 

H Mif 
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Mi(l Ford. Hcauen be my witndfeyou do^ifyou fufpeft 
me in any dilhonefty. 

Ford. Well fjid Brizen-face,hold it out : Come forth 
n firrah. 

Togo. This paffes. 

tMtfi.Ford. Areyou not afham’d,let the cloths alone. 

Ford, I fhall finde you anon. 

, Fwut> 'Tis vnrcafonable j will you take vp your wiuts 
cloathcs ? Come-away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

CMifFord. Why man, why i 

Ford, Mailer Page, as 1 am a man,thcre was one conuay’d 
out of my houleycllerday in this basket i why .may not 
he be there againe, in my houfe I am fure bee is ; my In- 
telligence is true, my iealoulie is r eafonable,plucke mee out 
ail rfrcjlinnen. 

UUtft.Fcrd, If you find a man there, hee (hall dye a 
fleas death. 

Page. Heer's no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Mailer Ford'. This 
wrongs you. 

Euans, Mailer Ford } you mull pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your owne heart : this is icaloufics. 

Ford. Well, hee’s not hecre I feekefor, 

Pdge.No, nor no where ellc but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to fearch my houfe this one time : if I find 
not what I feeke, Ihew no colour for my extremity ; Let 
me for euer be your Table-fport ; Let them fay of me, as 
iealous as Ford, that fearch’d a hollow Wall-nut for his 
wiuesLemman. Satisfic me once more, once more ferch 
with me. 

Mift.Ford • What hoa ( Miftris Page,) come you and 
the old woman downe 5 my husband will comeinto the 
Chamber. 

Ford, Old woman ? what old womans that? 

MiFord, Why it is my maids Aunt of Branford. 

Ford 
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Fotd'. A witch, a Queane, an olde couzening queane : 
Haue 1 not forbid her my houfe. She comes of errands, 
do’* Aie ? We are fimple men, wee doc not know what's 
brought to palTe vnder the profeflion of Fortune telling. 
She workes by Cbarmcs, by Spcls, by th Figure, and loch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element wee know no- 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Haggeyou, come 
downe I fay. 

Mtf.Ford, Nay, good fweet husband, good Gentlemen, 
let him not flrike the old woman. 

MifdTage. Come mother Prat, Come giue me your 

hand. , 

Ford, lleprar-her : Out of my doorc, you Witch, you 
Hagge,you Baggage,you Poulcat,you Runnion,out,outi 
lie coniureyou.iic fottune-tell you. 

Mtf,Page. Areyou notafnam’d? 

I thinke you haue kill'd thepoore woman. 

Mif.Ford. Nay hee will doit, ’tis a goodly credit for 

you. 

Ford. Hang her witch. t . 

Euan. By yea, and no, I thinke the oman is a witch in- 
deede: I like not when a o’mans has a great peard i 1 fpic 
a great pcard-vnder his muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow Gendemen, I befecch you follow; 
fee but the illuc of my iealoulie .III cry out thus vpon no 
trade, neuer trull me when I open againe. 

Page. l et’s obey his humour a little further ; 

Conie Gentlemen. . „ 

Mif. Page. Trull me he beate him moff pittifully.- 

Mtf.Ford. Nay by th'Mallcthat he did not; he beate him 
moll vnpittifully, me thought. 

MtfPage. lie haue the cudgell hallow d, and hung ore 
the Altar, ft hath done mt ritorious feruice. 

MiJ.Ford. What thinke you i May wee with the warrant 
of woman hood, and the witnelfe of a good confidence, 

. purfuc him with any farther reuenge ? 

r Hz did. Page. 
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'■ Mift.Page. Thcfpirit of wantonnetfe is fore fcarkTout 
ofhim,ifthediuellhaue him not in fee-fimple, with find & 
recouery, he will neuer ( I thinkc ) in the way of waftc, at- 
tempt vs againe. 

Mijl.Ford. Shall wee tell our husbands how wee haue 
feru'd him ? ^ 

Mift.Page. Yes, by all meanes t ifiit be but to ferape 
thefigutes out of your husbands braincs; if they-canfind 
in their hearts, the poore vnuertuous fat Knight (hall be 
any further affli&ed, wee two will bee Hill the mini- 
fters. - - 

Mid- Ford, lie warrant, they*l?haue him publiquely 
fliam’dj'and me thinkes there would be no period to ieft, 
ihould he not be publikely fliam’d. 

Mift.Page. Come, to the Forge with it, then fhape it: 

I would not haue things code. 

Exeunt. 

Secern Tertia. 

Enter Heft and Bardolfe. 

5<ar.Sir, the Germane defires to haue three of yourhorfes? 
the Duke himfelfe will be to morrow at Court, and they 
arc going to meet him. 

„ Ho ft. W hat Duke (h ould that be comes fo fccretly ?I hearc 
not of him in the Courtdet me fpeake with the Gentlemen, 
they fpeake Englifb ? s 

Ear. I Sir, lie call him to you. 

Hofi, They ihall haue my horfes,but lie make them pay: 
Slefauce them, they haue hadmyboufcs a weekeat com- 
maund-I haue tutn’daway my other gueffythey muflcorae 
off. He fawce them, come. 

Exeunt. 

Scan* 
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SccerM jQnartai 

« i • ■ • 

Enter Page, Ford , MiJlru.Page, Mijlm 
For hand Euans* 

Euan, Tisoneof the bell diferetions ofao’mansas c- 

uer I did looke vpon. , • . r _ 

Page. And did he fend you both thefe Letters at an 

inftant.f f 

cMiff. Page- Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford. Pardon me ( wife ) henceforth doe what thou wilt? 

I rather will fufpeft the Sunhe with gold, _ , 

Then thee with wantonnes: Now doth thy honor Hand 
( In him that was of late an Heretike ) 

As firme as faith. 

Page. 'Tis we)l,’tis well, no more : 

Be notas extreme in fubtniffion, as in offence, 

But let our plot go forward : Let our wiues \ 

Yet once againe ( to make vs publike fport) 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat-fellow, . 

Where w« may take him, and difgrace him for it* 

Ford. There is no better way then that they fpokeof. 

Page. How /to fend him word they 11 rocete him in the 

Parke at midnight? Fie, fie, he’ll neuer come. , 

Emm. You fay he has, bin throwne m-theRiuers- and 
has bin grecuoufly pcaten, as anold oman ; me-tnin es 

there fhould be terror in him, that hee fiiouldnot come: 
Me- thinkes his fleih is punilh’d, hec fhall haue no de- 
fir ef, 

M.Ford Deuifebut how you’l vfe him whence comes. 
And let vs two deuifeto bring him thither. T Jk . I J Vui 

^ r n < to o fl ffllp 
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Walke round about an Oake,with great rag’d homes, 

And there he blafts the freehand takes the cattle, ' " 

And make milch-feine yccld blood, and fiiakesachaine 

In a mod hideous anddredfull manner- 

You haue heard offuch a Spirit, and well you know 

The fuperftitious idle-headed-Eld 

Receiu’d.and did dcliuer to our age 

This tale of Herne the Hunter, for a truth. 

Page.Why yet there want not many that do feare 
In deepe of night to walke by this Hcrncs OakeJ 
But what of this? 

Mtfl*Ford, Marry this is our dcuife. 

That Falflaffe at that Oakc (hall meete with vs; 

P’^.Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll come, 

And in this lhape,whcn you haue brought him thether. 
What (hall be done with him/ What is your plot / 

Mf.Page, That likewife haue we thoght vpon and thus; 
Han Page ( my daughter ) and my little fonne. 

And three or foure more of their growth, wee’l drerte 
Like Vrchins,Ouphes,and Fairies, greeneand white, 

With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads 
And rattles in their hands ; vpon a fodaine, 

As Falflaffe, (lie, and l,are newly met, 

Letthem from forth afaw-picrulh at once 
With fome diffufed fong : Vpon their fight 
We two, in great amazednelTe will flye: 

Then letthem all encircle him about. 

And Fairy-like to pinch the vneleane Knight; 

And aike him why that houre of Fairy ReucJI, 

In their fofacredpathes, he dares to tread 
Infliape prophane- 

Ford . And till he tell the truth, 

Let the fuppofcd Fairies pinch him, found. 

And burne him with their Tapers, 

<J\tif.~Page, The truth being knowne; 

We’il all prefent our felues; dif-hornc the ipirit, 

And 
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And mocke him home to Windfor. 

Ford. The children muft 
Bcpradis’d well to this;or they’ll neu'rdoo'f. 

Euan. I will teach the children their behauiours & I will : 
be like a lackc-an-Apesal(b,to burne the jKnight with my 

Taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent, 
lie go buy them vizards* 

Mf.Page. My Nan (hall be the Quceneofall the Fairies, 
finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page. That (like will 1 go buy, and in that time 
Shall M.Slenderf\ca\t my Nan away,'* 

ABd marry her at Eaton : go, fend to Falflajfe ftraighf. 

Ford. Nay. lie to him againc in the name of Broome, 
Hee'l tell me all his purpofe : furc hec’l come. 

Miff Page, Feare not you that $ Go get vs properties 
And trickingfor our Fayries. 

-t Ettans. Let vs about it, 

It is ad mirableplealures, and ferry honed knaueries. 
Mif.Page. Go Mf.Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir Iohn, to know his mindc ; J 

He to the Dodor.hehatb my good will, ^ 

And none but he to marry with NanPage', 

That Slender ( though well landed ) is an Idcof, 

And he, my husband bed of all affeds ; ^ 

The Dodor is well monied, andfriends 
Potent at Court ; he, none but he (hall haueher. 

Though twenty thouland worthier come to craue hew 

Scoena Quarta, 

Enter Hoff, Simple % Falffajfe, Bardolfe, EtMtu, 

Cairn , flluickly. 

HoSi. What wouldft thou haue/ (Boorc) whse ? (thick 
skin ) fpcake, breathe, difeufle; breefe, (hort,quicke, nap. 

Simple.' 
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Simp. Matry Sir, I come to fpeake with Sir John Falftajft 
from Matter Slender. 

ffoft. There’s his Chamber, his Houle, his Cattle his 
(landing bed and truckle-bed i ’tis painted about with 
the (lory of the Prodigall, (rclh and newrgoe, knocke 
and call : heel fpeake like an Anthropophaginian vnto . 
thee $ Knocke 1 (ay* 

Simp. There’s an oldc woman, a fat woman gone vp in- 
to his chamber ; ile befobold as (lay Sirtilllheccme down 
I come to fpeake with her indeed. 

Hofl. Ha f A fat woman i The Knight may be robb’d 5 
Ile call. Bully- Knight, Bully Sir John', fpeake from thy 
Lungs Military j Art thou there? It is thine Hod, thine 
Ephefian cals* ;*■ 

Fal. How now, mine Hod ? 

Hofl. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar taries the comnifng 
downe of thy fat-woman- Let her deicend ( Bully ) let her 
defeend ; my Chambers are honourable; Fie, priuacy? 
FXCa 

fal. There was ('mine Hod) an old-fat-woman cuen 
^now with me,6ut (he’s gone- 

Simp. Pray you Sir, was’c not the Wife-woman of 
Brainford ? 

Fal. I marry was it ( Muflel-fhell ) what would you 
with her i ■ 

Simp. My Mafter ('Sir) my matter Slender, lent to her 
feeing her go thorough the ftreets; to know ( Sir ) whether 
one Nim ('Sir) that beguil’d him of a chaine,hadthe chaine 
or nos 

Tal. I fpakewith the old woman about it. 

Sim . A n d what fay es (be,! pray Sir ? 

Fal Marry (bee fayes, that the very fame man that be- 
guil’d Matter Slender of his Chaine,cozon’d him of it. 

Simp. I would! could haue fpoken withthe Woman 
her felfe, I had other things to haue ipoken with her too, 

from him. 

Tal 




r 
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Tal. What are they ! let vs know. 

Hofl. I j come, quicke. 

TalA may not conceale them ( Sir.) 

Hofl.Coaceik them, or thou di'ft. 

Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftris Anne 
’Page, to know if it weremy Mafter fortune to haue her,oc 
no. 

Fal. ’Tis, 'tis his fortunes 
Sim. What Sir? 

Fal. To haue her, or no : goe 5 fay the woman told me 

Co. 

Simple May I be bold to fay fo Sir ? 

Fa/.l Sir : like who more bold. 
i Simp.l thanke your worfhip : Khali make my Matter glad 
with thefe cydings. 

• ' /*/?.Thou are clearkly 5 thou art clearkly ('Sir Iobn)wZS 
there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fall that there was ( mint Hofl ) one that hath taught 
me more wit, then euer I, lcarn’d before in my life! and I 

paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for ray lear-* 
ning. 

Bar. Out alas ( Sir ) cozonage : mcere cozonagc. 

Hofl. Where be my horfes? fpeake well of them var- 
letto* 

. Bar. Run away with the cozoners • for fo foone as 
I came beyond Eaton, they threw meeofF, from behinde 
one of them, in a dough of myre ; and fet fpurres, and 
away; like three (jermane-diucls; three ‘bettor Tali’. 

flajfes. 

Hofl. They are gone but to mcete the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be fled : Germanes arc honed men* 
£«d»/.Where is mine Hofl ? 

Hofl. What is the matter Sir? 

Emm Haue a care of your entertainments: there is a 
friend of mine come to Towne, tek mee there is three 
Cozcn-Iermans,that has cozened all the Hoflt of Readivs, 

I ?f 
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of Maidenhead 5 of Cele-hrcoke, of horfes and money: I 
tell you for good will ( looke you ) you are wife, and full 
of gibes, and vlouting-ftocks : and ’tis not conuenient you 
fhould be cozoncd. Fare you well. 

Cat. Ver’is mine Hoftde larteere i 

Heft- Here ( Matter Dottor ) in perplexitie,and doubtfull 
dclemma. 

(/». I cannot tell vat is dat: but it is tell-a-mci datyou 
make grand preparation for a Duke de lamantc : by my trot; 
der is no Duke that the Court is know, to come $ I tell you 
for good will ; adieu. 

Heft. Hay and cry,(villaine ) goc s affift me Knight, I 
am vndonc : fly, run : huy, and cry ( villaine ) I am vn. 
done. 

Fal. I would all the world might bee cozond, for I 
haue beetle cozond and beaten too : if it fhould come 
to theeare.of the Court, how I hauebeene transformed: 
and how my transformation hath beene walhd, and 
Cudgeld, they would melt mee out of my fat drop by 
drop, and liquor Fifiiermcns-boots with mee : I warrant 
they would whip mee with their fine wits, till I were as 
crcft-falnc as a dridc-peare I neur profper’d fince I 
iorfworc my felfe at Frimero : well, if my windc were 
but long enough; I would repent $ Now l Whence come 
you i 

jQuu From the two parties forfooth. 

Fat. The Diuell take one partie, and his Dam the 
other : and fo they fhall bee both beftowed 5 I haue fuf. 
fer'd more for their fakes 5 more then the villanous incon- 
ftancy of mans dilpolition is able to beare. 

gtu. And haue not they /uffer’d/ Yes, I warrant; fpe- 
cioufly one of them ; Miftris Ford ( good heart ) is beaten 
blackc and blew, that you cannot fee a white ipot about 
her. 

Fal. What tcU'ft thou mee of blacke, and blew ? I 
jvas beaten my felfe into all the colours of the JRaine- 

bow 
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bow: andl was like to be apprehended fortbe Witch 
of Br aim ford, but that my admirable dexteritie of wit, my 
counterfeiting the adion of an old woman deliucr’d mcc, 
theknauc Conffable had fet me ith’ Stocks, ith’ common 
Stocks,for a Witch. 

gut. Sir : let me fpeake with you in your Chamber,’ 
you fliall heare how things goe, and ( I warranty to your 
content : here is a Letter will fay fomewhat : ( good- 
hearts) what a-doe here is to bring you together? Sure, 
one of you dos not ferue heauen well, that you are fo 
croff’d. 

Fal. Come vp into my Chamber* Exeunt’ 

Sceemt Scxta. 

Enter Fenton } Hoft . 

HoftMafter Fenton, talke not to me, my mindeis beauy: 

I will giueouerall. 

Fen. Yet heare me fpeake ; affift me in my purpofe. 

And (as I am a gentleman ) ile giue thee 
A hundred pound in gold, more then your Ioffe. ’ 

Hoft. I will heare you ( Matter Fenton ) and / will at the 
leaft) keepe yourcounfell, 

FewFromtime to time, I haue acquainted you 
With the deare loue I beare to faire Anne Page, 

Who, mutually,hath anfwer'd my affedion, 

( So farre forth, as her felfe might be her chpofer) 

Euen to my wilh ; I haue a letter from her 
Of fuch contents, as you will wonder at ; 

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, 

That neither ( fwgly ) can be manifefted 
Without the ftiew of both: fat Falftaffe 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the ieft. 
lie fliow you here at large (harke. good mine Hoft j) • 

To night at Hernes-Qke , iuft ’twist tyveluc and one, 

I 2 
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Muft my fweet Nan prefent the Tairie Queene ; 
Theporpofe why, is here : in which difguife 
While other lefts arefomething rankc on foote. 

Her father hath commanded her to flip 
A way with Slender, and with him, at Eaton 
Immediately to Marry ; She hatft confented ■ NowSrr, 
Her Mother, (euen ftrongagainft that match 
And firmefor Do&or Cam t) hath appointed 
That he (hall likewife (Iiuffle her away, 

While other fports are tasking of their mindes. 

And at the Deanrj, where a Prie(l attends 
Straitmarry her : to this her Mothers plot 
She(feemingly obedient ) likewife hath 
Madepromifeto theEfottcr; Now, thus it refts. 

Her Father meanes fhe (ball be all in white ; 

And in that habit, when Slender See s his time 
To take her by the hand,andbid hergoe. 

She {hall go with him ; her Mother hath intended 
( The better to denote her to the Dottor; 

For they muft all be mask’d, and vizarded ) 

That quaint in greene,fhe (liall bc loofe en-roab’d. 

With Ribonds pendant, ftaring’bout her head ; 

And when the Dottor (pies his vantageripe. 

To pinch her by the hand, and on thattoke’n, 

The maid hath giuen confcnt to go with him* 

Hoft. Which meanes flic to deceiuc ? Father, or Mo. 
fcher. 

Fen. Both ( my good Hoft ) to go along with me • 
Andhccre itrefts, that you*! procure the Vicar 
To flay for me at Church, ’twist twelue, and one, 

And in the lawfull name of marrying, 

To giue our hearts vnited ceremony. 

Heft. Well, husband yeur dcuice; lie to the Vicar 
Bring you the Maid, you (hall not lacke a Pricft. * 

Fen. So (hall 1 euermore be bound to thee * * 
BcGdeSjilc make a prcfentrecompcnce, 1 Exeunt i 

Attn* 








tAttiu Quintus. Seam Prime. 



Enter Falftafe, Quickly and Ford. 

Fal. Pre’chee no more pratling 5 goe, ile hold, this is the 
third time :'I hope good lucke lies in odde numbers: Away, 
go, they fay there is Diuinityin odde Numbers, either in 
natiuity, chance, or death: away, 

Qm. Ile prouide you a chaioe 5 and ilc do what lean to 
getyou a paire of homes. 

Fali wAway I fay, time weares.hold vpyour head and 
mince. How now Matter Breomei Matter Bros we, the matter 
will be knownc to night, or ncuer. Bee you in the Parke 
about midnight, at Herne s-Oakc, and you lhall fee 

wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yefierday ( Sir ) as you told 
me you had appointed? 

Fal. I went to her ('Matter Broome) as you fee, like a 
poorc-old-man, but I came from her (Matter Broome) 
like a poore-old woman; that fame knauef Ford her hus- 
band ) hath the fineft mad diuell of iealoufie in him(Mafter 
-Broome ) that euer gouem’d Frenfic. / will tellyou,be beate 
me greeuoufly, intbe fliape ofa woman : ( for in the fhape 
of Man ( Matter Broome ) I feare not Goliah with a 
Weauers beamc,bccaufc / know alfo, life is a Shuttle ) I 
am in haft, go along with race, ile tell you all (Matter 
Broome : ) fince I pluckt Geefe, plaide Trewant, and whip! 
Top,/knew not what'twastobe beaten, till lately-Follow 
me, ile tell you ftrange things of this knaue Ford, on whom 
to night 7 w»U be reuengeti,and /willdeliaer his wife into 
yourhand.Foilow,ftrangethings in hand ( Matter Broome) 
follow- Exeunt* 
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Seen* Secmda. 

Enter Pdge, Shallsw , Slender. 

Page. Come, come: wee’ll conch i’th Caftlc-ditch, till 
wee fee the light of our Fairies. Remember fonne Slen- 
derly 

Slers. I forfoothe, I haue fpoke with her, and wee haue 
a nay-word, how to know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mumj (he cries Budget, and by that 
weknow one another. 

Shat* That's good too : But what needes either your 
Mum, or her Budget ? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ftrooke ten a'clocke. 

Page. The night is darkc. Light and Spirits will become 
it well;Heagen profper our fport. No man meanes mill 
but thedeuill.andwefiiallknowhimby his hornes.Lcts 
away : follow me. 

■■■■■• ; •: ; >-•' ■ Exeunt'. 

• i'ld isrlW* )3U jCiiDi nr; , . w i 

Sceena Tertia. 

tiBxij ,/• : -..r.;:--. . : . 

•-•q- ' •’ • Enter ^4if.Page,aiif. Ferd.Caius. 
r. rifaloQ ■: n siii'A \ ’ ;; ' • i 

iPage.M a fter Do£lor,my daughter is in green,whcn 
you fee your time, take her by the hand, away with her to 
theE>eanerie, and dilpatch it quickly ; goe before into the 

Parke ; we two muff goe together. Y : 

Cai.J know vat / haueitp do, adieu. 

Mifl. Page Sac you Weil (Sir :j my husband will not 
reioyce fo much at the abufr olFalJlaffe, as he will chafe at 
the Doftors marrying my daughter 3 But ’tis no matter 5 
better a little chiding, then a great dcale of heart- 
breake. - ‘ 

MfFordi Where is Nan now l and her troope of Fai- 
ries^ 
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rics ? and the Welch-deuill Herne/’ 

Mifl.Page. They are couch’d in a pit hard by Hemes 
Oakc,wjth obfeur’d Lights ; which at the very inflant of 
Falftaffet and our meeting, they will at once difplay to the 
night. 

Mif Ford , That cannot choole but amaze him. 

Mif. Page. If he be not amaz’d, he will be mock'd } If he 
be amaz’d a he will euery way ne mock’d. 

Mf. Ford- Wee’ll betray him finely. 

Mtft.Tage. Againft fuch Lewdffers, and their lechery, 
Thofe that betray them, do no treachery. 

tM.Ford. The houre drawes-on j to the Oake, to the 
0akc ’ pxemt. . 

Scaena Quarto^ 

Enter Euantani Fairies. 

Euans. Trib, trib Fairies; Come, and remember youf 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow me into the pit/and 
when I giue the watch-’ords, do as J pid you j Come,come 
tabjtr,b * Exemu 

Sceena Quart a. 

Enter Falflaffe, Miftris Page, Mtftris Ford, Euans, 
eAnnt Page, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly 
Sunder, F enten, Cairn, Tijlod. 

Fal. The Windfor-bell hath ftroke twejue: the Mi- 
nute drawes on: Now the hot- bloodied Gods affift mee s 
Remember Ioue,thou was'ta Bull for thy Europa, Loue 
feton thy homes. Opowcrfull Loue, that in fome re. 
fpe«as makes a Bcaft a Man : in fome other, a Man a beaft. 
You were alfo ( Jupiter ) a Swan, for the loue of Leda : O 

omnipotent Loue, how nere the God drew to the com- 
plexion 
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plexlonofa Goofc-a fault donefirft in the forme of a 
beaft. (O Ioue, a bcaftly fault :) and then another fault, in 
the femblafice of a Fowle, thinke on't ( Ioue ) a fowlefault. 
When Godshaue hot backes, what (hall fpoore men doe i 
For me, I am heere a Windfor jStagge, and the fatteft ( I 
thinke ) i‘th Forrelf. Send me a coole rut-time ( Ioue ) or 
who can blame inee to pifle my Tallow l Who comes 
heere ! my Doe 1 

M.Ford. Sir lohn i Art thou there ( my Deere /) 

My male- Deere ? 

Fa l- My Doe, with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
raine Potatoes t let it thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
fleeues, haile-kiffing Comfit, andfnow Erin goes, Let 
there come a tempeft of prouocation, I will Ihelter mee 
heefc. 

Mif Ford. Miftris Page is come with me ( tweet heart.) 

Fal. Diuidemclikeabrib’d-Bucke, each a Haunch: I 
will keepe my fidesto my fclfc, my (boulders for the fellow 
of this walkej and my homes l bequeath your husband. 
Ara l a Woodman s ha ? Speake I like Herne the Hunter l 
Why,now is Cupid a child of confidence, he makes reditu- 
tion.As I am a true fpirit, welcome. 

M‘7sge. Ala»,what noife? 

UWJFerd. Heauen forgiue our finnes. 

Fal. What fliould this be ? 

M.Ford. OH- Page. Away.away. 

‘ Fal. I thinke the diucll will not haue tnedamn’d. 

Left the oyle that’s in me fhould fet hell on fire ; 

He would neuer elfectofle me thus. 

' til . -i: , ^ * 4 * J '• 

Enter Fairies: 

j^i.Fairies blacke, gray, greenc, and white. 

You Mdone-fhme reuel!ers,and fhades of night. 

You Orphan heires of fixed deftiny, 

Attend your office, and your quality. . 
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The merry Wines of VVtndfor. 

Crier Hcb-goblyn, make the Fairy Oycs. 

Pifl. GluesJift your names : Silence you aicry toyes. 
Cricket, to Windfore-chimnics (halt thou kape j 
Where fires thou find’ft vnrak’d, and hearths vnfwept, 
There pinch the Maids as blew as Bill-berry, 

Qur radiant Queene, hates Sluttery. 

Fal. They are Fairies, he thtftfpeaks to th<yn (ball die, 
lie winke.and couch : No man their workes mufteic. 

Euan.SNhePs BedetGo you,and where you findea maid 
That ere fhefleepe has thrice her pray ersfaid, 

Raife vp the Organs of her fantafie, 

Sleepe flie as found as carelefle infancie. 

But thole as ileepe,and thinke not on their fins. 

Pinch them armes, legs, backes, ffioulders,fides, and (bins. 
JQh. About, about s 

Search WindforCaftlefEluesJ within, and out.* 

Strew goodlucke ( Ouphes ) on euery facred rooroc, 

That it may (land till the perpetuall doome. 

In ftatc as wholfomc, as in ftate’tis fit, 

Worthy the O wner.and the Owner it- 
The feuerall Chaircs of Order, lookc you fcowre 
With iuyee of Balme 5 and euery precious flower, 
Eachfairc Inftalmcnt, Coate, and leu’rall Crcft, 

With loyall Blazon, euermore be bleft. 

And Nightly- meadow-Fairies,looke you fing 
Like to the ^ 4 rrrrr-Compaffc,in a ring, 

TlVexpreflure th at it beares s Greene let it be. 

Mote lertilc-frefli then all the Field to fee ; 

And ,Hony Soit Qai Mal-y-P enceinte 
In Emrold-tuffcsjFlowres purple, blcwiand white, 

Like Saphire-pearle,and rich embroidery. 

Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee J 
Fairies vfe Flowres for their , chat'a<3:criej. 

Away,difpcrfe : But till’cisoneacLocke, 

Our Dance of Cuftomc, round about the Oke 
Of Herne the Hunter,lctvsnotforgcti 
;; k Euens% 
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The merry Wines ofWindfor. 

Eh. Pray you locke hand in hand-’yourfdues in order feu 
And twenty glo-wormes (hall our Lanthornes bee 
To guide our Meafure roundabout the Tree. 
Butilay.Ifmclla man of middle earth. 

F*/,Heauens defend me from that Wclfli Fairy, 

Leil he transformc me to a peccc of Checfe. 

Tift ell. Vildc worms, thou waft ore-look’d eucn in thy 
birth. , ■ [ 

SI? 1 *' With Triall-fire touch me his finger end j 
If he be chafte, the flame will backedeicendf 
And turne him to no paine : but if he ftart. 

It is the flclh of a corrupted hart. 

Fiji. A triall,come. 

Enan.Cotne : will this wood take fire ? 

Fal. Oh, oh,oh; 

^/»-Corrupt,corrupt,and tainted in defire^ 

About him ( Fairies ) fing a fcornfull rime) 

And asyoutrip,ftillpinch him to your time. 

• The Song. - 

Fie on fsmtfttU pbantafie • Fie on Lufi } and Luxurie'. 

Lujl ii but a bloudj fire fondled with vnchajle dejire 3 
Fed i» hart whofe flames afpire, 
tsi s thoughts do blow them higher and higher • 

Fin ch him ( Fairies ) mtil stall • Finch him for his villa ru'd 
Pinch hiMiandburne him,and turn e him about, 

, "FM Candles ,and Star-light 3 and OUeone-Jbinebeoat. 

I hhiH t>?i* lie f^rj: ttr t?- * • n y ? m • 

P age. Nay doe not Aye, I thinfce wee haue watcht you 
now 5 Will none but Heme the Hunter ferueyour 
surne/ • - • • ,.- t 

M,P»ge,\ pray you come, hold rp the icft no higher. 1 
Now ( good Sir fohn ) hdw like you fVtndfor wiues l 
Seeyou thele husband iDanot tbeieiaire yoakes 
Become the Fofreft better then the Towne? 
l. Ford.NowSir, who'sa Cuckold now i 
— - “ ‘ 'j;' ' Maflef 




The merry Wines ofWindfor . 

Matter Broome, Falftafer a Knaue, a Guckoldy knaue, 

Hcere are his homes Matter Broome ; 

And Matter Broome, he hath enioyed nothing of Fordt, but 
his Buck-basket, his cudgell, and twenty pounds ofmoney, 
which mutt be paid to Matter Broome , his horfes are ar- 
retted for it, Matter Broome. 

M.Ford. Sir John, wee haue had ill lucke : wee could 
neuer meetc 1 will neuer take you for my Loue againc,but 
I willalwaycs count you my Deere. 

Fal. I doe begin toperceiue that I am made an Atte. 

Ford, /, and an Oxe too ; both the proofes are ex-' 
tauti 

Fal. And thefc are not Fairies j 
I was three or fourc times in the thought they were not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltineiTe of my rainde, tbc fedaine 
furprizeofmy powers, droue the groffenette oftbe xoppe- 
ry into a receiu’d belecfc, in deipight of the teeth of all 
rimeandteaion, that they were Fairies. See now how wit 
may bee made a Iackca-Lcnt,when ’ris vpon ill iroploy- 
ment. 

Ettant.S'a lohnFalJlafeSerae Got,and leaue your defires* 
and Fairies will not piofeybu. r 

Ford- Well laid Fairy Hugh: 

Euant.Aad leaue you your iealouzics too, I pray 
you. 

Ford • 1 will neuer mittruftmy wife againc, till thou art 
able to woo her in good Englifii. ; 

Fal . Haue 7 laid my braine in the Sun, and dri’de it, that it 
wants matter to preueht fo grofTe orerrcaching as this. ? Am 
1 ridden with a Welch Goate too f Shall I haue a Cox- 
combe of Frize ? Tis time 7 were choak’dwith a peece of 
toatted Checfe. 

Euan. Scefc is not good to giuc putterj your bclly is all 
putter. 

Fal. Scefe, and Putter i Haue / liu’d to ftandat the 
taunt of one, that makes Fritters of Englilh l This is «■ 

" Kz " nough 











The merry VViues of Windfor. 

noug'n to be the decay of lull and latc-walking through the 
Realme. 

Mif/Pitge- w hy Sir M«»doe you thinke though wee 
would haue thrull vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and (lioulders, and haue giuen our ielues without fcru- 
ple to hell, that cuer the deuill could haue made you oar. 
delight ? 

iW. What, a hodge-pudding ? A bag of flax ? 

Mif Pag** A puf t man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither’d, and of intolerable cn- 
trailcs ? 

Ford. And one that is flandcrous asSathan ? 

Page . And as poore as lob? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife i 

Euan. And giuen to Fornications, and to Tauernes, and 
Sackc,and Wine, and Metheglins, and to drinkings and 
fw$arings,and ftarings ? Pribles and prables f 

Fal. W ell, l am your Theame : you haue the dart of ir.c, 
I am deie&ed » I am not able toanfwerthc Welch Flan- 
ncll, Ignorance it fclfeis plummet ore me, vlemecas you 
Will. 

Ford. Marry Sir, wee’l bring you to Windfor to one 
, Mailer Broome , that you haue cozon’d of money .to whom 
you ihould haue bin a Pander : ouer and aboue that you 
haue fufFcr’d.I thinke, to repay that money will he a biting 
affliction. 

Page. Yet be cheerefuIlKnight: thou ihalt eat a poffet to 
night at my houlcjwhere / will delire thee to laugh at my 
wife, that now laughes at thee : Tell her Mailer Slender hath 
married her daughter. 

Atif.Ferd Do&ots doubt that i 
IftAnne Page be my daughter, flic is (by this / Doflour 
Cairn wife- 

Slen. Whoa hoe, hoc, Father Page, 

Page-S onne ? How how Sonne* 

Haue youdifpatch’d ? 

' : ;*• m 



T he merry IViues of Windfor. 

SUk. Difpatch’d? lie make the bed In’Glollcrfhire know 
on’t : would I were bang'd la, elle. 

page. Of what fonnef 

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miffris Arne 
Faoey and file’s a great lubberly boy. Ifit had not beene 
Yth Church, I would haue fwing’dhim, or bee ihould 
haue fwing’d me. U I did not thinke it had becne t,4me 
Page , would 1 might neuer llirrc, and’tisa Poll-mailers 
Boy. 

Page. Vpon my life then, you tookc the wrong.' 

S/en.What needc you tell me that ? I thinke fo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Girle : If I had beene maried to him, for 
all hee was in womans apparrell ) I would not haue had 
him. 

fWe.Why this is your owne folly. 

Did not I tell you how you Ihould know my daughter, 
By her garments? 

Slen. I went to her in greenej and cried Mum, and the 
cride budget, as osinne and I had appointed, and yet it was 
not Anne , but a Poll-mailers boy. 

M.Tage. Good George be not angry, I knew of your 
purpofc- turn’d my daughter in white, and indeedefhee 
is now with the DoCtor at the Deoerie, and there 
married, 

C<d. Ver is Millris Page : by gar I a m coz oned,! ha mar- 
ried oon Garfoon,a boy ; oon pdant,by gar.A boy, it is not 
An Page, by gar, l am cozened. i 

Mif. Page. Why l did you take her in white? 

Cat. I bee gar, and ’tis a boy 5 be gar 2lc raife all 
Windfor. 

/W.This is Orange : Who hath got the right Anne* 

Page. My heart milgioes me, here comes Mailer Fenton* 
How noW Mailer Fenton ? 

a Anne. Pardon good farher, good my motherpardon 

Page. Now Miftris; 

How chance you went not with Mailer Slender* 

5 3 . “ MdtHf - ! 
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The merry Wiues ofjfindjor. 

(Jlfif.Page i Why went you not with Matter Doctor, maid? 

Fen . You do amaze her : hcare the truth of it. 

You would haue married her mod fliamefully. 

Where there was no proportion held in loue a 
Thetruth is, (lie and Iflong fince contracted) 

Are nowlo fure that nothing can dillolue vs j 
Th’efFcnceis holy, that (lie hath committed. 

And this deceit loofes the name of craft, 

Of difobedience,orvnduteous title, 

Since therein (lie doth cuitate and (bun 

A thoufand irreligious curfed hourcs 

Which forced marriage would haue brought vpon her. 

FVrd.Stand not amaz'd.here is noremedie • 

In Loue, the heauens themtelues do guide the (late. 

Money buyes Lands, and wiues are fold by fate. 

" Fal, I am glad, though you haue tane a fpecial fland to 
ittrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 

T4£e,Well,what remedy i Fenton, heauen giue thee ioy,' 
what cannot be efehew’d, mutt be embrac’d. 

Fa/.Whcn night-doggesrun,allfc'rtsofDeerearechac’d. 

Mif.Page. Well, I will mufenoturther .• Matter Fenton , 
Heauen giue you many, many merry daye$: ] 

Good husband, let vs euery one go home. 

And laugh this (port ore by a Countric fire. 

Sir John and all. 

Ford.Letit be fo ( Sir Iohn\ ) 

To Matter Broome , you yet (hall hold youf word. 

For hc,to night, (hall lye with Mtttris Fork Exeunt. 
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HISTORY OF HE.NRY 

the Fourth* 

Enter the King, Lord JobttofLaHcsfterJLaxte 

of fVcjlm erUtid y \vith others 
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King. 

O Shaken as we are,to wan with care, 

« Finde we a time for fc ighted peace to pant, 

*if| A n d breath lhott-winded accents of new broylcs, 
l To be commenc’t in ftronds a tarre remote ; 

No more the thitfty entrance of thisfoyle. 

Shall dawbe his lips with her own childrens bloo £ 

No. more fliall trenching Wane chanell her hclds. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the artned hootes 
Of hoftile pafes : thofe oppofed eyes. 

Which like the Meteors of a troubledhcaven. 

Ail one nature, of one fubftance bred, |pP 
Did lately meete in the intcCtine IhocKe, 

Andfurious clofe ofcivill butchery. 

Shall now in naturall wel-befeeraingTankes, 

March all one way,andbenomore oppos d 

Againfl acquintance, kindred and allyes. 

The edge of Warre, like an ilWheathed knife. 

No more fliall cut his Matter : therefore friends, 

Asfarre as to the Sepulchre of Chritt, _ 

WhofeSouldicrs now, under whofe bleffed Crotie 
We are impreffed and engag’d to fight. 

Forthwith a power of Eng1*{h fliall we levie, 

Whofe armes were moulded in their mothers wombs 4 
To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy fields, > 

Over whofe acres walkt thofe blefled ,feete, . 

A 2 W hich 
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Which 1400. ycaresagoewere nail’d, ' , 

For our advantage on the bitter Croffe : * 

But this our purpofe is but twelue.months old. 

And bootelefle ’tis to tell you,we will goc. 

Therefore we meete not now : then lctme hearer 
Ofyou my gentle Cofin Weftmerland, 

What yefter night our Counfell did decree , 

In forwarding his deare expedience. 

Weft. My Liege, this hafte was hot in qaeftion. 

Arid many limits of the charge fet downc; 

But yedernight,when all athwart, there came 
A Poll from Wales, loaden with heavy newes 
Whole worft was, that the noble Mortimer , 

Leading the men of Herfordjhire, to fight 
Againft the irregular ana wild G lender? er. 

Was by therudehands ofthat Welshman taken, 

A thoufand ofhispeople butcherd : . ' 

Upon whofe dead corps there was firch . mifufe. 

Such beaftly (hameldfe transformation 
By' thole Wellh-women done, as may not bs 
WitHfcut much fhame, retold or fpokenof.. 

iG'#|.Itfeemes then, that the tydings of this broyle 
Brake off our bufineffe for the Holy-land. 

^ Weft.Shls match with other like, my GraciousLord 
Far more uneven and unwelcome newes. 

Came from the North, and thus it did report : 
OnHoly-roodeday, the gallant Hotfrur there 
Yong Harry Percy, and brave tAr chib aid. 

That very valiant and approved Scot , 

At Holmedon met, where they did Ipend 
A fad and bloody houre : 

As by difeharge of their Artillery, 

And fliapeof likelihood newes was told : 

For he that brought them, in the very heatc 
And pride of their contention, did take Horfe,. 
Uncertane of the ilfue any way. 

Kino. Here is a deare, and true inauftr ious friend. 
Sir Walter new lighted from his Horfe, 



v 






. 2 <-:£> 



i ; r .rf 



i<4i 't 



Stains 



r 







Henry tbe tourtb. 

Stain’d' with the variations of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Holmedon, and this feate of ours ; 

And he hath brought us lrnooth and welcome newes , 
The Earle of Domglas is difeomfited, 

Ten thouland bold Scots , two and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their own blood, did Gv Walter Ice 
On, Holmedon plaine : ofprifoners Hotftur tookc 
'(JPfordake Earle of Fife , and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earle of sAtkoll, 

Of Murrey ^Angus, and (JMenteith : 

And is not this an honorable fpoyle ? 

A gallant prize ? Ha,Colin,is it not ? Infayth it is. 

Weft. A conquefi for a Prince to bo aft of. 

■^i«g.Yea,there thou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ft me fin 
In envy .that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne, 

A Sonne, who is the Theame of honors tongue, 
Amongft a Grove, the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweete Fortunes Minion, and her pride 
Whil’ft I By looking on the prayle of him. 

See Ryot and difhonour ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry, O that it could be prov’d 
That fome night-tripping F airy had exchang’d 
In cradle cloathes our children where they- lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy his Plantaginet ! 

Then would 1 have his Harry , and he mine : 

But let him from my thoughts. What thinke you,Cuz 
Of this yong Percies pride ? ThePrifoners 
Which he in this adventure hath furpriz’d. 

To his own ufe he keepes, and fends me word, 

I fhall have none but Mordake Earle of Fi/J?.. 

Well.Thh is his Unkles teaching.this is Worcefter •, 
Malevolent to you in all afpeds .* 

Which makes him prune himfelfe,and briftle up 
The creft ofyouth againft your dignity. 

iG'^.But I have fent for him to anfwer this s 
And for. this caufe a while we rnuft negled 
Our holy purpofe to Icrnfakm. 
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Cozen, on Wcdnefday next, our Councell we will hold 
At rnndfor, fo informe the Lords : 

But come yourfelfe withfpeedtous againe, 

For more is to be fayd, and to be done, 

Then out of anger can be uttered. 
fVeft.l will,tny Liege. 

1 Exeunt, 



Enter Prince *f Wales } and fir Iohn Falflaffe. 

pal. Now PV/,what time of day is it, Lad ? 

Prin, Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke,and 
unbuttoning thee after fupper , and deeping upon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to demand that truely, 
which thou wouldeft tcucly know. What adevill haft thou to 
doe with the time of the day ? Unleffe houres were cups of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons , and Clocks the tongues of Bawds, 
and Dials the fignesof leaping-Houfes , and the bleffed Sunne 
himfelfe a faire hot wench in flame-coloured Taffata ; I fee no 
reafon why thou fhouldeft be fuperfluous to demand the time 
of the day. 

t'alf. Indeed you come neere me now. Ball , for we that take 
Purfes,goe by the Moon and (even Starres,and not by Phoebus^ 
he that wandring Knight fo faire: and I prethee, fweet wagge, 
when thouart Kmg,as God five thy Grace j Majefty I fliould 
fay, for Grace thou wilt have none. 

Prin, What,- none? 



Falf. No by my troth, not fo much a* will ferveto be pro- 
logue to an Egge and Butter, 

‘Pm,Well,how then ? come roundly, roundly. 

Falf. Marry then, fweec wag, when thou art King, let not us 
that are Squires of’ the nights body, be called Theeves, of the 
dayes beauty : let us be Bland s Forrefters, Gentlemen ofthe 
diade, minions of the Moone ; and let men lay, webemen of 
good government, being governed as the Sea is,by our noble 
andchafte Miftris the Moone under whole countenance we 



fteale. 



Print e. Thou fayft well, and it holds well too,for the for- 
tune of us that are the Moones men, dothebbe , and flow like 
the Sea, being governed as the Sea is by the Moone ; as for 

proofe 
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proofe :Now a purfe of gold moft refolutely fnatcht on Mon- 
day night, and moft diffolutely (pent on Tuefday morning jgot 
with fwcaring lay by, and fpent with crying bring in : now in 
as low an ebbe as the foote ofthe Ladder, and by and by in as 
high a flow as the ridge ofthe Gallowcs, 

> Falf By the Lord thou fayeft true. Lad : and is not my Ho- 
ftefle ofthe Taveme a moft fweet wench ? 

prince. As the hony of HibUx my old Lad ofthe Caftle : and is 
not a Buflfe Jerkin a moft fweet robe of durance ? _ ^ 

FafMovj now^how now,mad wag,what,in thy quipsand 
thy quiddities ? What a plague have I to doe with a BufFe 

Jerkin? _ 

prince. Why, what a pox have fto doe with my Hofteff; of 



the Taveme . 
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and oft. 

Prince. Did lever call for thee to pay thy part ? 

F**/f.No,iTegive thee thy due, thou haft payd all there. 

PH«c<?.Yea,and elfewhere,fo far as my coyne would ftretch, 
and where it would not, I have us’d my. credits 

F*//.Yea,and fo ufed it, that were it not heere apparant that 
t hou art Heire apparant.Butlpretheeiweet wag,fhall there be 
(gallows Handing in England , when thou art King ?and reto- 
rtion thus fnub’das it is with, the rulfy crub ofold father an- 
t j c k the Law?doe not thou, when thou art King, hang a theefe. 

Pm.No,thou fhalr. 

F^. Shall 1 ? O rare by the Lord'!’ lc.bc a brave Judge . 

Pm.Thou judged: falfe already. Imeanethou (halt have the 
hanging ofthe Theeves,and fo become a rare Hangman. 

Falf. Well, Half well, and in fome fort it jump.es with my 
humonas well as waiting in the Court,l can tell you. 

Prin If or obtaining of futes ? 

F^Yea, for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman hath 
no leane W ardrop. Zblood 1 am as melancholy as a gyb-Cat,or 
a lugd-Beare. 

Prin, Or an old Lion, or a lovers Lute. 

Falf.Yca, or the drone of a LincolneflAre Bagpipe. 

Prince . What fayeft thou to a Hare , or the melancholy of 

"" ' ' ' Moore 
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Moorc-ditch? . 

Falf.Thou haft the mod; unfavory (miles , and art indeedc 
the mo ft comparative rafaUeft Tweet yong Prince. But Ball y 
I prethcc trouble me no mote with vanity , I would to God 
thou and 1 knew where a commodity of good names were to 
be bought : an old Lord of the counfcll rated me the other day 
in the ftreete about you fir ; but I mark t him not , andyet he 
taike very wifely • but I regarded him not, andyet he talkt 
wifely ,in the ftreete too. 

Prin . Thou didft well : for wifedome cries out in the ftrccts, 
and no man regards it. 

Yalf. O, thou haft damnable Iteration, and art indeed able to 
corrupt a Saint: thou haft done much harme unto me , Hall 
God forgive thee tor it : Before I knew thee, Hall t I knew no- 
thing, and now am I, ifamanfliouldfpeake truely, little bet- 
ter then one ofthe wickedtl muft give over this lifejand I wil 
give it over; By the Lord and I doe not, lama villaine : i’lebe 
damned for never a Kings fbn in Chriftendome. 

Prin . Where fhall we take a purfe to morrow, lacks ? , 

F^/.ZoundSjwhere thou wilt, Lad, i’le make one : and I doe 
not, call me villaine,and bjffdlme. 

Prin. I fee a good amendment of life in thee ; from praying, 
to Purfe-taking. 

YalfiMf^Hall • ’tis my vocation,#*// : *tis no fin for a man 
tolabom; inhis vocation. Enter Toynes. 

P-of . Now fhall we know if Gads-hill have fet a match .• O, 
if a man were to be faved by merit, what hole in hell were hot 
enough for him?This is the moft omnipotent ‘Villaine that ever 
cry’djStand to a true man. 

Prin. Good morrow Ned. 

Pay. Good morrow fweete Hall. What fayes C Mounfieur 
Remorfe ? What fives fir / ohn S ack* and Sugar, lacks ? How 
agrees the Divell and thee about thy loule , that- thou foldeft 
him on good Friday Iaft,for a cup of Madera and a cold Capons 
hgge? _ 

Prin. Sir I ohn ftands to his word, the Divell fliallhave his 
bargaine,for he was never a breaker of Proverbs : he will give 
the Divell his due. 




rienry we rourw. 

Paines. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the devill. 

Prince. Elfe he had been damn’d for cozening the devill. 

Pay. But my lads,my lads, to morrow morning,by foure a 
clock early at Gads-hilly there are pilgrimes going to Cawter- 
bnry with rich offerings, and Traders riding to Londm with 
fatpurfes. I have vizards for you all;you have horfes. for your 
fel ves :G^4?r hill lies to night in Rochefler, 1 have befpoke (up- 
per to morrow night in Saficheap • we may do it as fecure 
fleep : if you will go, I will ftufte your purfes full of crowns; 
if you will not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Fal[, Hear yt , Yedward, if 1 tarry at home and go not,Ile 
hang you for going. 

Toy. You will, chops ? 

Falf. Hall, wilt rhou make one ? 

Prin. Who, I rob? I a thief? not I by my faith. 

Yal, Ther’s neither honefty,manhood,nor good fellow fhip 
in thee; nor thou came ft nor of the blood- royall, if thou dare ft 
not ftand for ten Shillings . 

Prin. Well, then once in my dayes lie be a mad-cap. 

Falf. Why ; thats well laid. . 

Prin. Wellcome what will, lie tarry at home. 

Yalf. By the Lord lie be a traitor then,whcn thou art King. 

Prin. I care not. 

Poin.Svc lohn y l prethee leave the Prince and me alone, I wil 
lay him down fuch reafons for this adventure, that he fhall go 

F^ Wei, God give thee the fpirit of perfwafion & him the 
eares of profiting, that what thou fpeqkft may move, and what 
he hears may be beleeved,that the Prince, may (for recreation 
fake) prove a falf thief ; for the poor abufes of the time want 
countenance: farewell, you fhall finde mein Saficheap l 

PW.Farcwell the latterfpring,farewel Alhallown lummer. > 

Poy. Now my good fweet hony Lord, ride with us to roorr 
row. I have a jeftto execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
YalBaffe J Harvey,RoJfil > and <fiads.Mlf [ rail rob thofe men that 
we have already way-laid; your felf and I will not be there: 
and when they have the booty , if you and I do not rob them* 
cut; this head from my (boulders. 

B Prince 
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*. Trittce . How (hail we part with them in fetting forth? 

Po. Why, we willfet forth before or after them, and appoint 
them a place of meeting,wherein it is at our plealure to fai!,& 
then will they venture upon the exploit themldves , which 
they (hall have no looiier atchicved ,but week let upon them . 

Pr/».Yea,bnt tis like that they will know us by ourhorfes, 
by our habits ; & by every other appointment,to be our felvcs. 

Po. Tut, our horfes they fhall not fee, lie tie them in the 
^'ood, our vizards we will change, after we leave them : and 
V fir-ra, I have cafes of fcuckorum for the nonce, to imixusk .con- 
noted outward garments- 

‘Princc. Yea, but I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

r Po. Well,fortwo of them I know to be as true bred cow- 
ards as ever turned back : and for the third, if he fight longer 
then he fees reafon, lie forfwear arms. The vertueofthisjeff 
will be, the mcomprehenfible lies that this fat rogue will tell 
' us when we meet at fupper, how thirty at leaft he fought 
with,what wards, what blows,w hat extremities he induced,, 
and in the reproof of thefe lies the jeft. 

Pra. Well,Ile go with thec,provide Us all things ncceffary, 
and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheap, there Ileiup: 
farewell. 



^ Poy- Farewell my Lord. Exit Poynes. 

Trin. I know you alfend will a while uphold 
The unyok’t humour of your idleneffc : 

Yet herein will I imitate the feme, 

Who doth permit the bate contagious clouds 
To (mother up his beauty from the world. 

That when he pleale again to be himfelf. 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foul and ugly miffs 
- Of vapours that did feem to ftrangle him. 

2 fall the yeer were playing holy da yes. 

To (port would be as tedious as to work j 

But when they feldome come, they wifht for, come. 

And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents : 

So when this loofe behaviour I throw off, 

And gay the debt I never promifedj, " ; . 
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By how much better then my word I am, 

By (o much (hall 1 falfific mens hopes, 

And like bright metall on a fullen ground. 

My reformation glittering o’re my fault, 

^ goodly, and attradh more eyes, 

'fhen that which hath no foyl to fet it off. 

lie fo offend, to make offence a skill, _ , 

Redeeming time, when men think leaft I will. ^ Xitm 

Enter the K ing, Nort hnmherUnd yVorcejl er y HotJp*r t 
Sir Walter ’Blunt, with others. 

King. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 

Unapt to ftitre at thefe indignities, / • 

And you have found me for accordingly. 

You tread upon mjr patience : but be furc 
I will from henceforth rather be my (elf. 

Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition 
Which hath been fmooth as oy 1, (oft as yong down. 

And therefore loft that title of refpedf. 

Which the proud foul ne’re paycg but to the proud. 

Wor. Our hou(e (my Soveraigne Liege) little deferves 
The (courge of greatuefle to be ufed on it, 

And that lame greatnefle too, which our own hands 
Have hope to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord. 

King.WorceFler, get thee gone.,for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye : 

O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 

, And ma jetty might never yet endure 
The moody h ontier of a lervants brow , 

You have good leave to leave us : when we need 

Your ufe and counfell, we fhall fend for you. Exit Wor f 

You were about to Ipeak. 

Ner. Yea my good Lord. 

Thofe prifoners in your highneffe name demanded, 

Wh ich t- arry Percy here at H olmj ion took , _ , 

Were, a s he layes, not with fuch ftrength denide a 
As he delivered to your Majefty. 

Either envy therefore, or mi(prifion 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my forme. 
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Botf. My Liege, I did deny nopriforiers,; 

But 1 remember when the fight was done. 

When I was drie with rage and extreme toy 1, 

Brea thkfl'e and faint, leaning upon my fword 

Came there a certain Lord ; neat and trimhy LjT 
FYeflh a.s a bridegroom, and his chin new reapt, 

Shewd like a bubble land atharveft home : 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

"^Andtwixt his finger and his thumbe he held 
" A pouncet box, which ev er and anon 
He gave his nofe, and tookt a way again. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Took it in fnuffe, andftiil hefmildeand talkt. 

And as the foul diers bore dead bodies by, 

He cal’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring afiovenly unhandfome ebarfe. 

Betwixt the windc and his Nobility, 

With many holy day, and Lady tearms. 

He queflioned me : among the reft demanded 
My prifoners in your Majefties behalf. 

I then all fmarting, with my wounds being cold, 

To be fo peftered with a popinjay. 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Anfwered negle<ftingly,I know not what. 

He fhould.or he fhould not, for he made me mad j - 

To fee him fhinelo brisk, and finell fo fweet. 

And talkfo like a waiting-gentle-woman. 

Of guns and drums, and wounds, God fave the mark- 
And telling me the ioveraign’ft thing on earth, 

Wasparmacity foran inward bruife ; 

And that it was great pity,fo it was. 

This villanous faltpeter fhould bedig’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmleffe earth • 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly .-and buffer thefevile gunnes. 

He would have been himfelfaSouldier. 

This bald unjoynted chat ofhis (my Lord) 

J anfwgred indircftly (as I faid) ' ~"' 

And 
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And 1 befeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accuf3tion 
Betwixt my love, and your high Majefty. 

‘Blunt. The circumliance confidcted,gooimy Lord, 
What ere blurry Piercy then had laid 
To fitch aperlon, and in fitch' a place : 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold, 

May reafbnably die, and never rife, 

To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he unfay it now. _ 

King. Wby,yethe doth deny liisprifoncrs, 

But with provifo and exception. 

That we at our own charge fhall ranfome ftraight 
His brother in law, the foolifh Mortimer t 
Who in my foul hath wilfully betraid 
The lives of thofe, that be did lead to fight, 

Againft the great Magician , damned Qlendower 
Whofe daughter as wehear, the Earl of CMarcb, 

Hath lately married : fhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeem a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with fears. 

When they have loft and forfeited themfelves. 

No, on the barren mountain let him ftarve. 

For I fhall never hold that man my friend, 

Whofe tongue fhall ask me for one penny coft, 

To ranfome heme revolted Mortimer. 

blot. Revolted Mortimer l 
He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to prove that true. 

Needs no more but one tongue :fbr all thofe wounds, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he took. 

When on the gentle Severns fiedgy bank 
In Angle oppofition hand to hand, 

He did confound the beft part of a n hour , 

In changing hardiment with great Cjkn&owr, 

Three tunes they breath’d, and three times did they drink, 
Upon agreement of fweet Severns flood. 

Who then affrighted with their bloody looks, 

: ' ' £3 Ran 
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Ranne fearfully among the trembling reeds. 

And hid his crifpe*head in the hollow bank, 

Blood-ftaincd with thefe valiant combatants. 

Never did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds. 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer t 
Receive fo many,and all willingly ; 

Then let him not be flandered with revolt. 

Kln g' Thou dolt belie him, Percy , thou doft belie him. 

He never did encounter with Glendower, 

I tell thee, he durft as well have met the devill alone 
As Owen Cjlendsiver for an enemy. 

Art thou not a foam’d? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not hear you fpeak of Ad or timer , 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeedieft means. 

Or you foall hear in fuch a kinde from me, 

As will difpleafeyou. My Lord N ort httmberland t 
We licence your departure with your fonne 
Scnd.us your prifoners, or you will hear of it. Exit Kin?, 
Hot. And if the devill come and roar for them 
I will not fend them : I will afterftra'ght 
And tell him fo, for I / will cafe my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What? drunk with choler? flay andpaufea while, 
Herc.comesyour Uncle. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? 

Zounds I will /peak of him, and let my foul 
Want mercy, if I donotjoyn with him : 

At ea on his parr, He empty all thofe veins. 

And foed my dear blood, drop by drop, i th duft, 

But I will lift the down-trod Advrtimer^ 

As high in’chayre as this unthankfull King, 

A this ingrate andcancr zdTdttllinobroob. 

,ll r , 0t ^ cr3 r ^ c ^big bsth made your nephew mad. 

Who (Ircpk this heat up after I was gone ? 

Hot. He will for/ooth have all my prifoners. 

And when I urg’d the ranfome once againe 
Ci my wives brother, then his cheek looktpale. 

And 



Henry th Fourth . 

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, ] 

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer, 

TV or , I cannot blame him, was not he proclaim’d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

Nor. He was ; I heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the unhappy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in us God pardon )did fet forth 
Up in his Irifi expedition ; 
from whence, he intercepted, did return 
To be depos d and foortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth. 



Live fcandaliz’d and foully fpoken cf. 

Hot. But fofc,I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown ? 

Nor. He eid, my felf did hear if. . 

Hot. Nay then l cannot blame his coufin King, 
That wifot him on the barren mountains ftarve. 

But foall it be, that you that fet the crown 
Up on the head of this forgetful! mail, 

' And for his lake wear the detefted blot 
Of murtherous fubornation? foall it be 
Thatyou a world of curfes undergo, 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond means. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon, if that I defeend fo low, . 

To focwtlie line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range under this fubtile King, 

Shall it for foamc be fpoken in thefe dayes. 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your Nobility and power. 

Did gage them both in an un j uft behalf, 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 

To put down Richard that fwcet lovely Role, 

And plant this thorn, this canker 'BullingbroohJ 
And foall it in more foame be further fpoken, 
Thatyou arc foold,difcarded, and foook off 
By him, for whom thefe foames ye under-went? 
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No, yet time ferves, wherein you may redeem 
Your baniiht honors, and reftore your felves. 

Into the good thoughts of the world again : 

Revenge the jeering and difdain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who ftudies day and night, 

To anfwer all the debt he ows to you. 

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths'- 
Therefore I fay. 

__ Wor. Peace coufin,fay no more. 

And now I will unclafpe a fecret book, 

And to your quick conceiving difcontencs 
He read you matter deep and dangerous, 

As kill of peril 1 and adventerousfpirit. 

As to o’ re wal k a currant roaring lowd 
On the unfteadfull footing ofa {pear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night,or (ink or fwim. 
Send danger from the Eaft unto the weft. 

So honor crofle it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
To rowzc a lyon,then to ftart a hare 

North. Imagination ofibme great exploit. 

Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, me thinks it were an eafie leap. 

To pluck bright honor from thepale fac’d moon. 

Or dive into the bottome of the deep. 

Where fadome-line could never touch the ground. 
And pluck up drowned honor by the locks. 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without corrivall, all her dignities : ° 

But out upon this half-fac’t fellow (hip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here • 

But not theform of what he fhould attend ; 

Good coufin give me audience fora while. * 

Hot. I cry yon mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame noble Scots that areyour prifoners. 

Hot. lie keep them all. 

By God he (hall not have a Scot of them. 

No, ifa Scot would favc his foul, he iliall not, 
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lie keep them by this hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no earc unto my purpofes : 

. Thofe prifoners you fhall keep, 

Hot. Nay, I will ; that’s flat : 

Hcfiid he would not ranfomc Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to (peak qfc.M dr timer : 

But I will finde him when he lies afieep. 

And in his eare lie hallow CMortimtr ; 

Nay, I le have a Starling fhall be taught to (peak 
Nothing but Mortimer , and give it him, “ 

To keep his anger ftill in motion. * * 

Wor. Hear e y ou,cou( jn, word. 

Hot. All ftudies b ae I folemnly defie. 

Save how to gal’ and pinch this ‘Bullixgbrook.,. 

And that f?\'ne fword and buckler Prince of Wales. 

txjat I thiak his father loves.him not, * •* • 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance: 

I would have him poyfoned with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell kinfman, Ile talk to you. 

When you are better tempered to attend, r. . ' : ; ; ? 

Nor. Why what a wafp-tongue and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this womans-mood, 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine own ? 

Her. Why look 'you Jam whipt andfeourg’d with rods, 
Nettlcd,and flung with pifmites, whcn:I hear 
Of this vile poiititian.A«//f«^e^: • : 

In Richards time', what do you call the place j ' 

A plague upon it, it is in Gloflerfbire ^ ’ 

Twas where tire mad-cap Duke his unkle kept. 

His unkleTW^, where I frft bowed my knee ■ 

Lfntothis King of Smiles, this 'Btsljimgbrool^:':,; «■’ .r;. r •• 

Zblood, when you and heqamebackfiXDmJi^w^^m ; - ■ 

^° r ' ’ ■:■ ■■ H< Ybii ray true.- 
Why what a candy deal of courtefie, ■ 

This fawning gray-hound then did proffer me. 

Look when his infant fortune camtto age 
And gentle 
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1 be Hijtory of 

O, the Divell take fuch cozeners, God forgive me. 
Good U n kle tell your tale, 1 have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you n ve not, to it againe, 

We willltay yourleifurc. 
hot. I have done yfaith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoncrs. 
Deliver them up without their ranfomc ftraight. 

And make the Dowqjas fonne your onely meane 
Tor powers in Scotland, which for divers reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written, be allur’d. 

Will ealily be granted you : my Lord. 

Your fonne in Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall fecrcdy into thebofome creep 
Ofthat lame noble Prelate, well-belov’d. 

The Archbifhop. 

hot. Of Torke, isitnot ? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 
His brothers-death at 'Brifiovo, the Lord Scrope: 

I Ipeak not thisdn clKmation, 

As what I think might be, but what I know 

Is ruminated, plotted and fet down. 

And onely fiayes but-to behold the facc 
Ofthat occafion that fhall bring it on. 

hot. I fmell it : upon my life it will do well. 
iWnBefore the game’s afoot, thou Hill let’ll flip. 
h ot. Why, it cannot chule but be a noble plot. 

And then the power of Scotland, and of Torke, 

To joyne with L&fortmeti, ha. 

Wor, And fo they fhall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymde. 

Wor. And ’tis no little reafon bids us fpeed. 

To fave our heads, by railing ofa head;- 
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T or ,bearour folves as evert as W e can , 

The Ting will alwayes think him in out debt. 

And think we think our felves unfatisfied. 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And foe already, how it doth begin 

To make us flrangers tohis'looks dPlafre; T Y - ' * JCr 
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• 1 K does ; weelebc reveng -d on him ■ 

Wor. CoufinPare.well. No further go in this, 

Then I by letters fhall dire&your courle 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 
lie fteal to g/endower, and to Mortimer, 

Whereyou and Dewglas, and our powers at once, 

As I will fa fbion k, fhall happily meet, 

Tobear out fortuncsin our own ftrong tames. 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. _ 

jNtr. Farewell, good brother, we fhall thrive I trull. 

Hot. Unkle, .adue: O let the houresbe fhort. 

Till fields, and bio ws,and groves, applaud our fpott. Exeunt* 
Enter a Carrier with* lantern in his hand. 

1 Or.Heigh ho, an it be not four by the day , He be bang’d, 
fharbs-waine is over the new chimney, and yet out horie not., 
packt. What 0 filer B 

Oil. Auon,anon. . _ _ . . 

i Car I prethee Tom, beat Cuts laddie, put a few hocks m 
the point, poorc jade is wrung in the withers out of all ceflc. 

Enter another Ca rrier. 

a Car. Peafc and beans are as danke here as a dog . and that 
is the next way to give poore i ades the Bbts.-this houft is tur- 
ned uplidedown fince Rohun Ollier died. _ ’ 

1 Car. Poore fellow never joyed fince.thc price of Oates 

rofejit was the death of him. .... . .. 

2 Car. I think this to be the mod villanous noulc in all 
London road for fleas, I am (lung like a tc-nch. 

j Car. Like a Tench? by the Maffe there isnc're a King 
chriften couldbc better bit, then I have bin fincethe firft cock. 

2 C*r.Why,you will allow usne’rca jordain.and then we 
leakc in your chimney , and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 

a Loach. , 

i Car. Wliat 0 filer, come away, and behangd,come away, 
a Car. . I have a gammon of Bacon, and two rafes of ginger, 
to be delivered asfarre as Charing-croffc; _ 

i Car. Gods body, the Turkies in my panicrarc quite ftar- 
ved :. wliat Ofiler ? a plague on thee,hall thou never an eye in 
thy head ? canft not hear ? and ’twere not as gooda deed as, 
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drink, to break the pate ofthee, I am a verv yfif — i 
be hang’d,haft no faith in thee ? . ' O/v 

Enter Gads-tiill. 

Gads-hill. Good morrow Carriers- What’s a clock ? 

Car. I think it be two a clock. 

thefeble 1 piCthce lend me thy lantern » to lee my gelding i n 

i . Car. Nay by God,foft; 1 know a trick worth two of that 
I raitn. 

— Cad, I prethce lend me thine. 

ma * '"**(***'*> 

London? arrler > What time do you mean to come to 

2 fa. Time enough to go to bed with a candle.I warrant 
thee ; Gome neighbour Mages, weele call up the gentlemen: 
they will along with company, for they have great charge. ’ 
Enter Chamber lain* Exeunt 

gad. What ho, Chamberlain } 

Cham.^hx. hand, quoth pick-purfe. 
cJf$' Thar ’ seve nas fur, as at hand, qd. the Chamberlain 

difein^Vh 1 / 0 “i°. re fn ? m P ickin S^ f Pmfes then giving 
direction doth from labounng ; thou layeft the plot hoW. 

T rJE G °i mo . rr ° w mafter gads-hill^ holdscurrant that 
III you yeftenught, there’s a franklin in the wilde of Kent, 
teth brought three hundred marks with him in gold, I heard 
him tell it to one oflns company laft night at flipper, a kinde 

?ttt r >° ne that , hat i 1 abun , dance of large too,Godknows 

wSfawInS^’ 3 " 1 ' 0311 **3®“ * tl*y 

gi^L1lS’nS CynKCt " 0tWithS - mchd “ C H'» I’fe 

Cham. No, He none of it; I prethee keep that for the Hang- 

wor f pefts ^*^' M “*« 

i U Z*t ? lkc j th ° u t0 me of the hangman ? if I hang, 

Ileinakea fat paireof gallowsifori f I hang, old fir /W hangs 

with me, and thou knowft he is no ftarveling : tut, there arc 

other 
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other Trojans that thou drcam’ft not of, the which ‘for fport 
fake, arc content to do the profeflion fomc grace, that would 
(if matters fhould be lookt into) for their credit fake make all 
whole : I am joyned with no foot-land rakers, no long-ftaffo 
fixpenny ftrikers,none of thefc mad muftachio purple-hiewd 
malt-worms, but with nobility and tranquillity, Burgoma- 
ftersand great Oncyers,fuch ascan holdin,fuchas will ftrike 
fooner then {peak, and {peak fooner then drink, and drink foo- 
ner then pray; and yet (zounds) I lie, for they pray continual- 
]y to their faint the common- wealth, or rather not pray to 
her , but prey on her , for they ride up and down on her, and 
make her their boots. 

Cham- What, the common-wealth their Boots? will fhe 
hold out water in foul way ? 

Gad. She will, flic will, Juftice hath liquord her : we Real 
as in a caftle, cockfure ; we have thereceit of formfeed, we 
walk invifible. . _ . 

Cham. Nay , by my faith, I think you are more beholding to 
the night then to fern-feed, for your walking invifible. 

Gad. Give me thy hand, thou ihlalt have a Phare in our pur- 
chafe, as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falfe thief. 

Gad. Go to y homo is, a common name to all mavbid the 0 filer 
bring my gelding out of the ftable ; farewell ye muddy knave. 

Enter Erince, c Poynes, and P ete, &c. 

Poyn. Come flheltcr, fhelter, I have removed faljhtfes 
horfe; and he frets like a gum’d velvet. 

Print. Stand dole. Enter Vafftaffe. 

Val. Paynes,? nynes , and be hang’d , P ojrtes . 

P rim Peace ye fatkidneyd rafcall, what a brawling doeft 
thou keep ? 

Ta/f. What P ernes? Hall ? 

Prin. He is walkt up to the top of the hill, lie go fcck him , 

Talfl am accurft to rob in that theeves company, the rafcall 
hath removed my horfe, and tyed him I know not where, if 
I travell but 4. foot by the {quaire further afoot, I fhall breake 
nay winde : Well,Idoubt not but to die a faire death for all 
this,if J fcape hanging for killing that rogue, X have forfworn 
his company hourly any time this 2 2 . yeer , and yet 1 am be- 
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vvitcbt with the rogues company .If the rafcal havenotgivcn 
me medicines to make me love him,Ilc be hangd:it could not 
be elfe. I have drunk medicines.-/ 5 «/««, H«//,a plague on you 
both. Eardoll. Peso, lie Barve ere lie rob a foot farther : and 
twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn true man , and to 
leave theft rogues, I am the verieft varlet that ever chewed 
with a tooth: eight, yards of uneven ground, is thrcelcore and 
ten miles afoot with me : and the ftonyrhearted villains know 
it well enough; a plague upon it* when theeves cannot be 
true one to another. T hey whtfilc , 

Whew,a plague upon you all, give me my horfe, you rogues. 
Give me my horfe, and be hang'd. 

Prin. Peace ye fat guts,lie down, Jay. thine care clofeto the 
ground, and lilt if thou can hear the tread of Travellers. . 

F^.Have you any leavers to liftme up again being down? : - 

Z loud, lie not bear mine own flefh fo ter afoot again for all 
the coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer : what a plague mean ye 
to colt me thus ? 

Prin. Thou lied, thou art not colted, thou art uncolted. 

F alf. I prcth.ee good Prince Hall,, help me to my horfe, 
Good Kings fonne. 

Prm. Gutyou rogue fhalllbeyouroftler ? 

F alf Go hang thy ielfin thine own heire apparent garters: 
ifl betane, He peach for this : and I have not ballads made on 
all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of lack be my poyfon: 
when jeft is fo forward, a'^d afoot too,. I hate it. 

Enter (fads- Fill 

C/ad. Stand. F al, So I do againft my will. 

P«>«.Otisour fetter, I know his voicc{Bardol,vfhzt news? 

Ear, Cafe ye, cafe yc; on with your vizards, there's money 
of the Kings coming down the hill, tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

F alf. You lie, you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tavern* 

Gad. There s enough to make usall. 

It alf* Tobeha igcd. 

Pm:. You foure fhalt front them i n the narrow lane. 

Ned Poynes and I will walk lower; if they feape from your 
encounter, then they light on us* . 
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Pete. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

F alf. Zounds, will they not rob us ? 

Prince. What, a coward. Sir Iohn Pawnch ? 

Tdlf Indeed I am not Iohn of Gant your Granfather,but yet 
no coward, H all. 

Prin. W ell , wcele leave that to the proof. 

Poy. Sirra lackyhy horfe Bands behind the hedge, when thou 
needeft hira.there thou fhalt find him, farewell, and Band faft. ~ 
F alf. Now cannot l firikehim if! fnould be hang’d 
prin. Ned. where are our difguifes? 

Poy. Here hard by : (land clofe. 
f F alj. Now, my matters, happy man be his dole, fay, every 

man to his bufinefle. 

F nter the T rave llers. 

Tra , Come neighbour, the boy fhall lead our horfes down 
the hill, weclc walk afoot a while, and eaic our legs. 

Theeves. Stay. Tra. Jelus blcffc us. 

F alf. Strike, down with them, cut the villains throats : a 
horfon catcrpillers t Bacon-fed knaves, they hate us, youth, 
down with them, fleece them. 

Tra.Q, wcarc undone, both we and ours for ever. 

F alf. Hang yc gorbellicd knaves,are ye undone? no, ye fat 
chuffcs,! would your Bore were here: on Bacons,on, what ye 
knaves ? yongmen mud live , you are grand jurors, arc yc? 
wecle jure you, yfaith. 

Here they rob them and binde them. Enter 
the Prince^ and Poynes . 

Prince. The theeves have bound the true men: now, could 
thou and I rob the theeves, & go merrily to London, it would 
be argument for a week, laughter for a moneth,and * good jeft 
for ever. 

Poy. Stand clofe, I hear them coming. 

Enter the theeves again, 

F<?^rCome,my mafters,let us fharc, and then to horfe before 
day : and the Prince and Poynes be not two arrant cowards, 
there’s no equity ttirnng,therc’s no valour inthatP^f/jthan 
in a wilde duck. 

Prince 
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£As they are flaring, the Prince andVoynes 
prin, Y our money . J/fcir upon them , they all run away , and Eal~ 
Po/#. Villains. jflajfe after a blot* or two/unnes away too, 
{^leaving the booty behinde them. 

?/}. Go? with much eafe.Now merrily to horfc,the theeves 
are (battered, and polled with fear fo ftrongly, that they dare 
not meet each other, each take his fellow for an officer .* away 

f ood Ned,ValJlaffe lweats todcath, and lards the lean earth as 
c walks along: • wert not for laughitig, I fhould pitty him. 

« P»y- How the rogue roar’d 1 Exeunt. ' 

Enter h otfpnrfolus , reading a letter , 

But for mine own part, my Lord, l could be well contentedto be 
there, in rejpeSl ofthe.love I boar your hettfe. 

He could be contented, why is henotthen? in refpebl of the 
love he bears ourhoufe.- he /hews in this, he loves his own 
barn better then he loves our houfe. Let me fee feme more. 

The purpofeyou undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to deep, to 
drink ; but I tell you (my lord fool) out of this nettle danger 
we pluckt this flower fafety. 

T he purpofe you undertake is dangerous , the friends you nflmed 
uncertain, the time it felf unforted,and your whole plot too light, 
for the comterpoife offe great an oppojition. 

Say you fofay you fo?I lay unto you again, you are a fhallqwv 
cowardly hinde,and you lie : what a lack-brain is this? by the 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our friend true 
and conftant:a good plot, good friends,and full of expectation, 
an excellent plot, very good friends." what a frofty-fpirited 
rogue is this? why my L.of torke commends the plot, and the 
generall courfe ofthe abtion- Zounds and I were now by this 
rafcal,! could brain him with his ladies fanne.Is there not my 
father, my unkle, and my felf, L. Edmond Mortimer, my L. of 
Torke, and Owen Glendowerlls there not befides the I)owglas? 
have I not all their letters to meet me .in arms by the ninth of 
the next moneth? and are they notfome of them fet forward 
alreadyPWhat a pagan rafcallis this and Infidel? Ha, you lhall 
ft?en<jw in very fincerity of fear and cold hcart> : %ill he to the 
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King, and lay open all our proccedings.O, I could dividemy 
felfe,and goe to buffets. for moving fuch a dilh of skim Milke 
with lb honourable an a<ftion,Hang him, let him tell theKing, 
we are prepared. I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate, I muft leave you w ithin this two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why arc you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight beene 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell medweete Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plcafure, and thy golden fleepe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftart lo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft 'thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes. 

And given my treafurcs and my rights of thee. 

To thicke-ey’d muling, and cuilt melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmurc tales ofyron warres, 

Speake tearmesofmannage to thy bounding Steed. 

■ Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Of fellies, and retires, trenches, and tents, 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Ofbafilisks, of cannon, culverin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,andoffouldiers flainc. 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo at warre, 

And thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepe , 

That beds of fweat have flood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fudden haftc. O \vhat portents are thefe ? 
Some heavy bufinefle hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muft know it, elfehc loves me not. 

Hot. W hat ho^s Gilliams with the Packet gonctf 
Scr. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. 

Hst.Hath ‘ 'Butler brought thole horfes from the Sheriffes ? 
Ser.One Horfe,my Lord, he brought even now. 
Akf.WhatHorfe ? a Roane acrop-eare.is knot? 

D Ser. 
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Ser. It is my Lord. 

Hot.lbalt Roan lhall be mythrone-WellJ will backe him 
bmght.EeJperance, bid "Butler lead him forth into the Parke. 
Lady. But hears you, my Lord. 

#<tf.Whatfayft thou, my Lady ? 

Z^.WhatL it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why,my horfe (my love) my horfe. 

^ La. Our you mad-headed ape, a weezel hath not fuch a deale 

" 'offpleenc^as you are toft with.In fayth ile knowyour bufines, 
- ^ Harry, that 1 will : I fearc,my brother Mortimer doth ftir a* 
bout his title, and hath fent for you to line his enterprize,but if 
Hot. So tar afoot,I (hall be weary, love. ( you gog. 

-£<*.Come, come, you Parraquito. anfwer medkedt'y unto 
this queftion that I lhall askeiin fayth i’le breakefhy little fin^ 
get, Harry, audit thoinviltnot tell me all things true. 

Hot Away, away, you t rider, love ; I love thee not ; 

I care not for thee, Kate,x\\\s is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips, 

Wemnft have bloody nofes,andcrackt crownes. 

And paffe them currant too : gods me my horfe. 

What faift thou /Czt<?,what woulds thou have with me ? 
Z^.Doe you not lovem.Pdoe you riotindeede ? 

W ell,doc not then ? for lince you love me not, 

I will not love my felfe. Doe you not love me ? 

Nay,tell me, if you fpeake in jeft, or no ? 

Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me ride ? 

And when I am a horfe-backe, I will fweare, 

I love thee infinitely. But harke you Kate, 

I mud not have you henceforth queftion me 
Whither I goe ; nor reafon whereabout : 

Whither I muft, I muft ; and to cone ude. 

This evening muft I leave you, gentle Kate, 

I know you wile, butyet no farthe wile, 

Ihen Harry Terries wife. Conftant you are. 

But yet a woman and for fecrecy. 

Nay Lady clofer, for I will beleeve. 

Thou wilt. not utter what thou doft not know 
Andfo far willltnjft thee, gentle Kate. 
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La. How,fo far ? 

Hot Mot an it ch further : but harke you Kate, 

Whither 1 go. th ther Ilia 11 you goe too .• 

Today will I fet forward; to morrow you: 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La.lt muft of force. Exeunt. 

F enter Prince, and Tonnes, 

Pri.Ned^xethoi come out of that fat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Toy . Where haft beene, 1 all ? 

Brin. With three or foure Logger-heads, among!!; three or 
foure-lcore Hogs-heads. I have founded the very bafe ftring of 
Humi iity .Sirra . I am fvvorn brother to a leafhof Drawers, and 
can call them all by their Cbriftian names, as Tom, Dk\, and 
Francis- they take it al read upon their lalvation, that though 
I be Prince of Wales, yet I am the King of Courtefie, and tell 
me flatly,! am not proud l ache like Yalft af e-fiut a Corinthian, 
a Lad ofmetall,a good Boy (by the Lord lo they call me)and 
when I am King of England, 1 JM1 command all the good 
, Lads in Safi-cheap. They call drinking deepe.dying Scarlet;& 
when you breathe in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude,! amfo good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his own 
Language during my life. I will tell thee, Ned , thou haft loft 
much honor, that thou wert not With me in this aeftion : but 
fweet Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this 
penniworth of Sugar ,clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
derskinker,one that never !pake other Englifh in his life, then 
8 lliil]ing-,and 6 pence, and You are -welcome, with this Thrill 
addition. Anon anon fir, Shore a pint bf'Bafiard in the half moon t 
or fo.But Afaaf.to drive away time til Yalfiaffe come,! prethee 
doe thou hand in fome by-roome, while I queftion my puny 
Drawer to what end he have n e the Sugar, and do never 
leave calling Yrancis. that bis tale to me may benothing,but 
Anon : ftep afide, and i’le ihew thee a prefent. 

Toines. Yrancis. 

Prince Thou art per fe<ft. Points. Yrancis. 

%»«.Anon,anon (irjlooke down into the pomegrahat ,R*lfe 

Da P rince. 
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Ff'me. C«mc hither, Trancis. 

Trancis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to ferve,Fr>««CM ? 
F?4»^.Forfoothfivcyeeres^nd as much as to — 1 — - 
Poynes, Francis. 

Iranis. Anon, anon, fir. 

Prince. Five yeares : berlady a long leafe for the chincking 
___ of pew ter ; But F^wm, dareft thou be fo valliant, as to pi ay 
' the coward with thy Indenture, and (hew it a fairepaire of 
.o heeles,and runne from it ? 

F rancis. O Lord fir , i’lebe fworne upon all the Bookes in 
England) I could find in my heart. 

Poynes. Trancis. Trancis. Anon fir. 

Ptinte. How old art thou, V rancis ? 

F rancis. Let me fee, about CMi chaelmns next I i hall be— — 
Poynes, Trancis. 

Tranch.hnow fir, pray you fray a littlepny Lord. 
Pxiw<?,Nay,fcutharke you-Fr4w«,fbr the Sugar thou ga- 
veft me,’twas but a pennyworth, waft not ? 

Trancu.O Lord,! would it had beene two. 

‘ Prince . I will give thee foritathoufand pound, aske me 
when thou wilt, and thou {halt have it. 

Poynes Trane is,, Trane is-. Anon,a non . 

Prince. Anon F rancis ? No F rancis, but to morrow F rancis 
or Trancis fin Thurfeday.or indeed Tranci-sythzn thou wilt : 
Bqt T ranch. 

F ranch. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou<rob this Leathetne Jerkin,Cbri frail but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat-ring, puke-ftocking, Caddice-garter, 
Smooth-tongue, Spaniili-pouch ? 

Tranch.O Lord fir, who doeyou meanc ? 

'Prince. Why then your. Browne-baflard is your onely 
drink e ; for looKe you Trane is - your white canvaifc Doublet 
will fulley.In Parbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Trane is. SNh# fir j . Poynes. Trancis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call ? 

^ Hecrethey both tall him, the Drawer Jhtnds amax*d y not 
knowing which way to goe , . Enter Vintner. 

r<«. 
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Vint . What , ftandft thou frill, and heareft fuch a calling l 
looke to the Ghefts wrthin.My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a 
dozen more, are at the dore,fhall I let them in ? 

A ri. Let them alone a while, and then open the doxc-.Poyncs 

Poynes. Anon, anon fir. Enter Poynes. 

pri. Sirra, Fafflajfemd the refr oftheTheeves, are at the 
doore, fHall we be merry ? 

Poy. As merry as Crickets, my Lad : but harkeyee, what 
cunning match haveyou made with this jeft ofthe Drawer? 
come,w hat’s the iflue ? & - 

Pn I am now of all Humors, that have fhewed themfelves 
humors. fince the old daies of good man <ssidam y to the pupill 
age of this prefent Tweltie a clocke at midnight. What’s a 
clocke, Tranche 

Trancis. Anon, anon fir. - 

Pfin . That ever this fellow fhould have fewer words then 
a.Parrat,and yet thefon of a woman. His induftry is upftaires 
and downe ftaires, h‘s eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceys minde,the Hotjpur of the Northjaz that 
kils me feme 6. or 7 . dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wafhes his 
hands, and (ayes to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life, I want 
work .0 my fweet Barry fayes fhe ! how many haft thou kild 
to day?Givemy Roan horfe a drench(fayes he)aiid anfwers, 
Lome fourteene,an hour after.a trifle, a trifle. I prethee call in 
Ta/JlaffC) i’lc play Percy, and that damn’d Brawne fhall play 
Mortimer his wife.2?iw,{aies the drunkard :call in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Taljhtffe. ' 

p Syncs , Welcome I acke, where had: thou been ? 

Talf. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
mary and Amen : give me a cup of facke.Boy.E’re I lead this 
life longji’lefbw nether docks, and mend them, and foot them. 
too.A plague of all cowardsjGive ine,a cup of facke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant . ? 

Prince ■. Didft thou never {as: Titan kilTe a difh ofb utter ; 
pittifuli hearted Titan , that melted-at the fweet .taleofthe 
Siut ? if thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D 3 Talf, 
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F<*/. You rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too,diere istiothing 
but roguery to be found in vi. laiious majvet acow ard is worfe 
then a cup of fack with lime in it. A vil anous coward, go thy 
wales, old Iacke t die wh.n thou wilt:ifmanhood,good man- 
hood be not forgot upon the face of the earth,then am I a fliot- 
ten herritig.-there lives not i.good men unhang’d in England. 
andone of them is fat, and growes ok!- >od helpe the while • 
a bad world I fay : I would I were a weaver , I could fing 
- Pfalmes,or any thing. A plague of all cowards, I fay ftiil. 

Prin. How now Wool-facke, what mutter you ? 

Yal. A Kings Son?ifI doe not beat thee out of thy Kingdom 
with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Subj -ds afore thee 
like a flocke of Wild-geefe, i’le never weare haire on my face 
more, you Prince of JVdle* ? 

Prin, Why, you horfon round man, what’s the matter ? 

Val . Are you not a coward ? anfwer me to that, and Toines 
there. 

‘Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord i’le ftab thee. 

F-*/. I call thee coward ? i’lefee thee damn’d ere T call thee 
coward, but,I would give a thoufand pound I could runne as 
fall as thou caulk You are ftraight enough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who lees your backe : call you that backing of your 
friendsPa plague upon luch. backing : give me them that will 
face me, give me a cup of facke,! am a rogue it I drunketo day 

Prin.O villaine,thy bps are fcarce wip’d fince thou drunk’fi 
laft. F^/.All s one for that. He drinhes. 

A plague of all cowards ftiil, fay I. 

?»«. What’s the matter ? 

Yal. What’s the matter ? heere be foure of us, have tane a 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Prin, Where is it, facke. where is it ? 

Yalf Where is it ? taken from us it is ; a hundred uoon 
poore foure of us. 

Prin. What, a hundred, man ? 

Yal,l am a rogueif I were not at halfe fword with a dozen 
of them two houres together.I have fcaped by miracle. I am 
eight times thruft thorow. the Doublet, foure thorow the 
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-- — r - v i cut thoroW and thorow, my Sword hack’t 

like a hand-fa w,«w fignnm. I never dealt better fince I was a 
man, all would not do. A plague ofall cowards, let them 
fpeake, if they fpeake more or lefle then truth , they are vil- 
laines,and the fonnes of darkneffe. ' . 

6W.Speake, firs, how was it? 

Roff. We foure fet upon a dozen. 

Yalf. Sixteene at leaft, my Lord. 

Rof And bound them. ' , v , 

PPw.No , no they were, not bound. 

F^You rogue, they were bound, every man of them, or I 
am a lew elfe,an Hebrew lew, ( us . 

Potf. \s we were fbaring,fome 6 . or 7. frefh men let upon 

Yalf. And unbound the reft,and then came in the other. 

P m. What . fought ye with them all ? 

€ F^Z/.All ? I know not whatyoucall alhbutifl fought not 
with fifty of them, I am a bunch of Radifh : if there were not 
two or three and fifty upon poore old then am I110 
twoleg’d creature. 

Poin.Vxzy God you have not murthered fome of them. 

Yal. Nay that s paft praying for, I have pepper’d two of 
them : Two I am fure I have payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
futes:I tell thee what, Eal, if I tel 1 thee a lie, fpit in my face -cal 
me Horfe .-thou knoweft my old word : here I lay, and thus I 
bore my pointdoure rogues in Buckrom letdrive at me. 

/ > ««.What,foure ? thou faidft but two,even now. ■ 

F^.Foure Hal. I told thee foure. 

Pain. 1,1 ; he Laid foure. .. - 0 

F///.Thele foure came all dffont.and mainely thruft at me j 
I made nomoreadoe,buttooke all their feven point in my 
Target, thus 5 

Pri«.Seven?why there were but foure, evennow. 

Yal. In Buckrom. 

- p w».I,foure, in Buckrom futes. 

Yal Seven, by thefe Hilts, or 1 am a villaine elfe ; . 

Pnv.Prethee let him alone, we fhall have more £11012. ■ 

F k//lDoeft thou heare ms, Hall. 

‘Prin. I, and marke thee too facke. 

Yalf. 
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Talf. Do fo, for it is worth the liftcning a 'T < r 

Euckrom, that I told thee of. 

iv/».So,two more already. 

F^.Their poynts being broken. 

Poj.Downc tell his hole. 

F^/. Began to give me ground, but I followed me dole, came 
in foot & hand.and with a thought /even of the eleven I paid. 

Pr. O monftrouslelcven buckrom-mcn growncout of two? 
F*.But as thcdivel would have it,three mil-begotten knaves, 
in Kendall greenc,came at my backc, and let driveatme,for 
it was fo darke. Hall, that thou couldft not fee thy hand. 

Prin. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets them, groffe 
as a mountaine,ope,palpable.Why : thou clay-braind guts,thou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfonobfccne grealie tallow catch. 

F«// What?art thou mad?art thou mad?is not the truth the 
truth ? 

Prin. Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in Kendall- 
greene, when it was fo darkc thou couldft not fee thy hand ? 
come tell us your reafon What fayft thou to this ? 

P«y.Come,your reafon, Iacke , your reafon. 

F^jf. What, upon compulfion ? Zounds,and I were at the 
ftrappado, or all the racks in the worlds I would not tell you 
on compulfion. Give you a reafon on compulfion ? if rcafons 
were as plenty as black-berries, I would giveno man a reafon 
upon compulfion,!. 

Prin l’le be no longer guilty ofthis fitane.This languine co- 
ward, this bed-preffer, this horfe-back-brcaker, this huge hill 
of flefti. 

F^Zblood you ftarueli”g,.you elfskinne,you dried neats- 
tongue,buls pizzle,you ftock-fifh : O for breath to utter what 
is like thee ? you taylors-yard, you /heath, ybu bo w-cafe,you 
vile Handing tucke. 

Pr Well.breathe a while, and then toit againe;& when thou 
haft tired thy felfc in bafe coparifonsjhcarc me fpeake but thus 

PoyMzxkc, Iac^e. 

Pri. We two faw you foure fet on'foure and bound them & 
were mafters of their wcalth:mark now how a plain tale dial 
put you downe:then did wc two fet on you foure, and with a 

word 
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word, outfac’d you from prize, and have it, yea, and can fhew 
it you here in the houfe : and ¥ aift a ffe, you carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly,with as quick dexterity ,& roared for mercy ,& 
ftill run &-roare,as ever I heard Bul-calfe.What a flave art thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou haft done , and then fay it was in 
fight? what tricke?what device ? what ftarting holecanft thou 
now finde out, to hide thee from this open & apparant fhame? 

Toy. Come lets heare,/<?c%, what tricke halt thou now ? 

F alf. By the Lord, I knew yce as well as he that made yee. 
Why heare you mafters , was it for me, to kill the Heire ap- 
parant? fhould I turne upon the true Prince ? Why ,thou kno w- 
e ft I am as valiant as Hercules ; but beware inltincf, the Lyon 
will not touch the true Pfince.inltufel is a great mattcr.I was a 
coward on inftinft, I fhall thinkc the better of my felfe , and 
thee, during my life 5 T, for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true 
Prince : but by the Lord, Lads, I am glad youhave themoney. 
Hofteffe clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good fel- 
low fhip come to you.What,fhall we be merry ?fhall we have 
a Play extempore ? 

Trin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy running away. 

F alf. A,no more of that Hal ,8c thou loueft me. Enter Hofiejfe 

Hof.O Jefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Prin How now my Lady the Hofte(le,what faift thou to me? 

/fo/.Marry.my L .there isa noble man of the court, at doore, 
would fpeake with you: he fayeshe comes from your father. 

Prin. Give him asmuch as will make him a Royall man,and 
fendliim backe againe to my mother. 

Valf.What manner of man is he ? 

Hof.hn old man. 

F^/.What doth gravity out of his Bed at " mid-night ? Shall 
I give him his anfwer ? 

Pm.Prethee doe,Iacke. 

F al. Fayth, and i’le fend him packing. 

Pm.Nowfirs:birlady you fought faire, fo did you r Ptto , fo 
did you 'Bardelyyon are Lyons too, you ran away upon inftin<ft : 
you will not touch the true Prince, no, fie. 

Bar. Faith,I ran when I faw others runne. 

E Prince . 
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Pm. Faith, tell me now in earned , how came Valfiaffes 
Sword fo hackt ? 

Peto. Why, hehackt it with his Dagger , and faid he would 
fweare truth out of England,hm he would make you beleev.e it 
was done in fight, and perfwaded us to doe the like 

Car. Yea, end to tickle our nofes with fpeare-grafle,to make 
them bleed?, and then to beflubber our garments with it, and 
-fweare it wa s the blood of true men I did that I did not this 
fevenyeares before, I blufh to hears his mon (Irons devices. 

" Prln.O villains, thou doled a cup of Sacks eighteene yeares 
ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever fince thou haft 
blufht extempore, thou hadd fire and fword on thy fide, and 
yet thou rand away : what indinft hadd thou for it ? 

"Bar. My Lord, doe you fee thefe meteors ? doe you behold 
thefe exhalations ? 

Poi-n. I doe. 

Bar. What thiiike you they portend l 

Vr'm. Hot Livers, and cold purfes. 

Bar. Chojer, my Lord, if rightly taken, 

Enter falfiajfe, 

Pm.Nojifr'ghtly taken, Halter. Hecre comes Ieane Tacke, here 
eomes bare-bones. How now fweete creature of Bombad 
how long is’t agoe,A«%, fince thou fawed thine owne Knee ? * 

Valf.Uy owne Knee? when I was about thy yeeres (Hall) i 
was not an Eagles tallon in the wade:I could have crept into 
any Aldermans thumbe-ring : a plague of fighing and griefe, it 
blowcs a man up like a bladder. Ther’s villanous news abroad, 
here was Sir IohnBraby from your father : youmudgoeto 
the Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North 
Bercy- 'i nd he of that gave »Amamon the Badinado, and 

made Lucifer cuckold , and fworethe divcil his true liegeman 
upon the Croffe of a Wei Ih-hookj what a plague call you him? 

Poy.O Cjlendower ! 

fal.Owen giendower, the fame, and his fonne in law Mortimer, 
tnd old N orthnmberlandytad thefprightly «SVof of Scottes^Dow- 
glas t that runs a horfebacke up a hill perpendicula r. 

7m. He that rides at high ipeede, and with a piftoll killesa 
Sparrow; flying. 

Taf. . 
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Valf. You have hit it, 

Prin. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Fa^WelCthat rafcall hath good mettall in him,he will not 
runne. 

Brin. Why ; what a rafcall art thou then, to praife himfb for 
running ? 

Valf. A horfe-backe (yee Cuckoe ) but on foote he will not 
budgeafoote- ^ 

Pm.Yes //»<%, upon indinfl:. __ : ' 

F alf. I grant ye,upon indindl : well, he is there too, and onV" 
Mordake , and a thoufend blue Caps more. IVorccfier is dolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with the newsj - 
you may buy Land now as cheape as dinking Mackrell . 

Pm.Then ’tis like ,if there come a hot Sunne, and this civill 
buffeting hold , we frail buy may den-heads as they buy Hob* 
nayles, by the hundreds. 

Ftf/.By the Ma(fe,Lad, thou faid true,it is like we fliall have 
good trading that way ; But tell me, Hall, Art not thou horribly 
afeard ? thou being Heire apparent, could the world pickethee 
out threefuch enemies againe,as that fiend r D ok^/.w, that fprite 
Percy ^wd that div-ell Glendower ? Art thou not horribly afraide? 
doth not thy blood thrill at ip.? 

Pm.Not a whit yfaith : I lacke fome of thy indimft. 

F^z/f Well, thou wilt be horribly chiddeto morrow, when 
thou commcd to thy Father :if thou doe love ms , praedife an 
anfwere. 

Brin. Do thou dand for my Father, and examine me uponthe 
particulars of my life. 

Valf Shall I ? content : this Chaire friall be my State, this 
Dagger my Scepter,andthisCufhinmy Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a joynd doole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne,tor apit- 
tifull bald Crowne. 

F alf. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee, 
now (halt thou be moved. Give me a cupp of Sacke,to make 
mine eyes looke redde , that it may be thought I have wept : 
For X mud fpeake in paflion, and I will doe it in King Camby- 
fes vcine. 

£ 2 Prince; 
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Pw«.WelI,heereismy legge. f 

Tal. And here is my fpeech : ftand afide, Nobility. 

Ho.Q Jefu,this is excellent fport, yfaith; 

F^/.Weepenot fweete Qpeene,for trickling teares are vain* 
H*. Othe father, how he holds his countenance . ? 

F al. For Gods fake Lords,convey my truftfuil Qaeene; . 

For teares do [top the floud-gates of her eyes. 

_ Ho. O J efu.he doth it as like one of theie harlotry players,aa 
'ever I fee. 

^ F^/jPeacegood Pint-pot, peace good tickle-brainc. 

Harry, I doe not onely marvell where thou fpendeft thy time, 
but alfbjhow thou art accompanied: For though the Cammo- 
mile.the more it is troden, the fafter it growes ; yet youth, the 
uaoreit is wafted, the fooner it weares:thou art my fonne,I have 
partly thy mothers word, partly my opinion ;but chiefly, a vil- 
lanous tricke of thine eye, and a fool ilia hanging of thy nether 
Jip,that doth warrant me.lf then thou be fbnneto me, here licth 
the poynt; w hy,being forme to me, art thou fo pointed at ? fhall 
the blefled fonneofheaven prove a micher, and eate Blacke-ber- 
rxes?a queftionnotto be askt,Shall the fonne of England prove 
a thiefe,and take purfes ? a queftion to be askt.There i»a thing, 
Harrj , which thou haft often heard of,and it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our Land, by the name of Pitch;this Pitch(as ancient wri- 
ters doe report.)doth defile?fb doth the company thou keepeft: 
for Harry ynow I doe not fpeak to thee in drinke, but in teares - 
not in plealure, but in paffion *not in words only, but in woes 
alfo:and yet there is a vertuous man, whom I have often noted 
m thy company, but I know not his name. . * 

iVw.What manner of man, and it like your Majefty ? 

A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent , of a cheer- 
ftill looke,a pleafing eie,& a moll noble carriage,and as I think 
his age fbme fifty, or birlady, inclining tothreefcore, and now I 
remember me,hisnameis falffaffenf that man fhouldbe lewd- 
ly gi v en,he deceives me. For Harry, l fee vertue in hislookesjif 
then the tree may be known by thefruit,as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is vertue in that Talfiaffe, 
him keepe with, the reft banifh,andtell me now, thou naughty 
varletjte 11 me, w here haft thou beene this month 
Prince, 
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Prince. Doft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand for me» 
and i -le play my father. 

F^/.Depofe me,ifthou doft it halfefo gravely ,fb majeftically 
both in word and matter, hang me up by the heeles for a Rab- 
bet-fucker , ora powlters hare. 

IViwf.Well, heere lam fet. 

F^CAndheere I ftand judge, my mafters. 

Prince. Now Harry, whence come you l 
1 alfMy noble Lord, from EaFl-cheape. 

P rmce . The complaints I heare of thee,are grievous. A 
falf. Zbloud my Lord,they are falfemay, i’le tickle dec for a 
young Prince yfaith. 

Prin. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy?hsnceforth ne’relookc 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace ; there isa 
divcl haunts thee in the likenefle of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
is thy companion ; why doft thou converf: with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of bcaftlineflb, that fowlne parcelf 
of Dropfies,that huge bombard of Sacke,that ftuffc Cloake-bag 
of gutts,that rofted Manning- tree Oxe with the pudding in his 
belly, that reverent Vice, that gray Iniqmtie, that father Rufc 
fan, that vanity in yeares ? wherein is he good, but to tafte Sack 
and drinke it? wherein neate and cleanly, but to carue a Capon 
and eate it? wherein cunning, but in Craft? wherein crafty, but 
in Villany ? wherein villanous,but in. all things ? wherein.wor- 
thy,but in nothing ? 

Palf.\ would your Grace would take me with you : whom 
meanes your Grace ? 

/V/tt.That villanons abominable mifleaderof youth, Palftaffe, 
that old white-bearded Satan, 

F^/. My Lord, the man 1 know. Prin , I know thou doft, 

Pal. But to fay, I know more harme in. him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know .-that he is old(the more the pi- 
ty)his white haires do witneffe it : but that he j ^ (faying your 
reverence ) a whoremafter, that f-utterly deny : if Sackeand 
Sugar be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry 
be a fm,then many an old Oaft that I know, is damn’d ■ if to be 
fitte,betobehated, then Pharaohs Icanc Kine are to beloved. 
No, my good Lprd,baniftvPcr<?,banifh r Bardol_ banifla Popes, but 
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for fvvcet ftrifc Valftaffe,kmdfacke UMatfe , true lackeVatflfe, 
valiant lacks VaUiafej and therefore more valiant, being as he 
is old lacks ValfiafFjpKofk not Wm thy Home company, ba- 
niili not him thy Harries company ; banifh plumpe Uckp , and 

banifh all the world. , „ 

P rift. I doe, I will. Enter Emhllrmmng 

Bar.Opy Lord, my Lord, the Shriefe,with a molt monltrous 

Watch is at the doore. , - - 

Valf. Out you rogue, play out the play .1 have much to lay in 

~ thebehalfe ofthat F aljtaffe. 

Enter the Hojfejfe. 

Hof. 0 Jefu,my Lord, my lord ! 

// TJ irrVi 1 * L ».L<i T\nr«Il 



niv^n rides uoona Fiddle-ftickc, 



what’s the matter ? . , 

Hof: Ihe Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore, they are 
come to fearch the Houfe, fhall I let them in ? _ 

FaZ/Doft thou hear e,Hall ? never call a true piece ot Gold, 
a Counterfeit, thou art eflentially made, without farming fo. 

Erin. And thou art a naturall Coward, without inftmft. 

Yalf.l deny your Major;ifyou will deny the Sherife,fo,if not 
let him enter. If I become not a Cartas well as another man, a 
plague on my bringing up : I hope I fhall as foone be ftrangled 
With a Halter as another. 

Erin. Gochide thee behir.de the Arras, the reft walke up a- 
bove.Now my Mafters ; for a true Face and good Confidence. 

F^Z/.Both which 1 have had ; but their date is out,and there- 
fore i’le hide me. 

Pr'm, Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Pm.Now mafter Sherife^what is your wil with me ? 

Sher. Firft, pardon me, my Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
certaine men unto this houfe. 

‘Pm.What men? 

Sher. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, a 



groffe fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Prince . The man, I doaiTure you, is not heere. 

For I my felfe at this time have employed him -• 

And 
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Arid Sherife, I will ingage my word to thee. 

That I will by to morrow dinner time. 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man. 

For any thing he /hall be charg’d withall. 

And fo let me intreate you leave the houfe. 

S her. I will, my Lord, thereare two Gentlemen, 

Have in this robbery loft 3 000. Markes. 

Prin.lt may be fo if he have rob’d thefe men. 

He fhall be anfwerable : and fo farewell, 

Sher. Good night, my noble Lord. 

Prin.l thinke it is good morrow, is it not ? 

Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I thinke it is two a cloeke. Exit. 

Erin. This oyly rafcall is knowne as well as Poules : 00 call 
him forth. 0 

Eeto.palsiaffe ?faft afleepebchinde the Arras, and fnortine 
Bkeahorfe. & 

Erin. Harke how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

Hefearcheth his pockets, and fndeth certaine tappers. 

Prim. What haft thou found ? 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

Erin. Let's fee what be they : read them. 

Item a Capon 
Item fawce 

Item Sacke,two gallons 
Item Anchovesand Sacke after Supper 
Item bread 

O monftrous, blit one balfe peniwbrth ofbread to this intole- 
rable deale ofSacke! What there is elle, keep clofe,weelereadit 
at more advantage, there let him fleepe till day,i’le to the Court 
in the morning. We muft all to the Warres,and thy place fhall 
be honorable. l ie procure this fat rogue a charge of foote.and 
I know his death will be a march of twelve fcore ; the money 
lhall be payed backe againewith advantage : be with me be- 
times in the morning, and fo good morrow Teto. Vt . 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exemt. * 

Enter Hetjpffr, PV t reefer, Lordtjfylortimer, 

O wen Qlendvwer. 

Mor. Thefe proraifes are faire,thq,pa.rties fure. 
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And our jndu&ion full of profperous hope. 

Wet .Lord Mortimer ,& Coufin Glendower yx ill ybu fit down ? 
And Uncle Worcester & plague upon it, I have forgot the Map. 

G&«,No,heere it is ; ft coufin Pwy, fit, good coufin H oijpttr ; . 
for by that name, as often as Lane after doth fpeake of you, his 
cheeke lookes pale, and with a rifing figh he wifheth you in 

^ HC Hot. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glendower 
^dpoke of. 

Glen. I cannot blame him ; at my nativity, 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes 
Of burning Creflets : and at my birth. 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d like a Coward. 

Hot .Why, fo it would have done at the fame feafon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned , though your felfe had never been 

t . * V 

borne. 

gien.l fay, the Earth did fliake when! was borne. 

Hot. And I fay, the Earth was not of my mind. 

If you fuppofe.as fearingyou,it fliooke. 

Glcn’Xhc Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 
Hot. Ob, then the Earth fhooke to fee the Heavens on fire. 
And not in feare of your Nativity : 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In flrange eruptions, and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Collicke pincht and vext. 

By the imprifoning of unruly W inde 
' W ithinherwombe, which for enlargement ftriving, 

Shakes the old beldame Earth, and topples downe 
Steeples, and mofle-growne Towers, At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, having this difiemperature, 

Inpaffion fhooke. 

Glen. Ceufin;of many men 
I doe not beare thefe erofiings : give me leave 
To tell you once againe that at my birth. 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes, 

The Goates ran from the Mountaines ; and the Heards 
Wereftiangely clamorous to the frighted Fields, 

Thefe 
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Thefe fignes have mark’t me extraordinary. 

And all the courfes of my life doe fhew, 

I am not in the rolle of common men : 

Where is the living, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Bankes of England,Scotland, and Wales, 
Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me, 

And bring him out that is but Womans fonne. 

Can trace me in the tedious way of Art, 

And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hot. I thinfee there’s no man ipeakes better Weljh , 

I’lcto dinner* 

cMor.Peace, coufin JWy.you will make him mad. 

Qlen. I can call Spirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why,fo can I,or fo can any man : 

But will they come, when you doc call for them ? 
C?/<?#.Why,I can teach thee,coufin,to command the Divell. 
Hot . And I can teach thee, coufin, t© fhame the Divell 
By telling truth.Tell truth,and fhame the Divell. 

If thou have.power to raife him, bring him hither. 

And i’le be fworne,I have power to fhame him hence. 

Oh while you live,tell truth,and lhame the Divell. 

Mor. Come; come : no more of this unprofitable chat. 
<//«*.Three times hath Henry Bullingbrooke made head 
Againft my power, thrice from the banke of Wye, 

And Sandy-bottom’d Severne have I fenthim 
Bootleffehome,and weather-beaten backe. 

HotlRotnt without bootes,and in foule weather too ? 

How fcapeshe agues in the divels name ? 

<//?H.Come,here is the Map, fhall we divide our right. 
According to our threefold order tanc . ? 

Mor. The ^Archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally : 

Englandffom Trent, and Severne hitherto, 

By South and Eaft,is to my partaflignde. 

All Weft ward Wales beyond the Severne foots. 

And all the fertile land within that bound 
To Owen glendower : and,deare Cuz, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, 

F And 
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And our indentures mpstfite afie drawne', 

Which being fealed interchangeably > 

( A bufinefle that this night may execute : ) 

To morrow } coufin Percy, yon and 1* 

And my good LdfkTof tvweefl&r will let forth. 

To meete your father ahd'the Scottifh power, 

Asisappoynted us, at Shrewsbury’. 

My father Cjlendower is not ready yet. 

Nor (ball wee neede his helpe theiefourteene daies • - 
Within that fpafce, you may have drawne together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

(Jlen.h Ihorter time fhallfend me to you. Lords, 

And in my conduct fhall your Ladies eftme, 

From whom you now muft fteale and take no leave, 

For. there will be a world of water fhed, 

Upon rhe parting ofyoiir wives and you. 

Hot, . Me tbinkes my moity North from 'Burton heere, 

In quantity equals not one of yours .• 

See , how this river comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the belt ofall my land, 

A huge haltc Moone, a monftorus feantle out : 

I’le have the currant in this place darn'd up, 

And here the fmug and filver Trent fhall run. 

In a new channell, faire and evenly. 

It fhall not winde with fitch a deepe indent. 

To rob me of fb rich a bottomehere. 

G/w.Notwiridr'it fhall, it muft, youfee it doth. 

Mor.YcaJout marke how he beareshis courfe , and runs me 
up, with likeadvantage on the other fide, geldingthe oppofed 
continent, as much as on the other fide it takes ffomyou. 

Wor Yea,but a littlccharge willtrench him here. 

And on this North-Sdc,win this cape ofJand, 

And then he runs ftraight and even. 

H^.I'le have it fb, a little charge will doe it. 

Cjlen I’le not have it altered. v 

Hot. Will not you? 

<y/c«.No,nor you fhall not. 

Hot. Who fhall fay me nay ? - 

‘ Cjlen: 
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CjUn. Why that will I. 

Hot. Let me not under ft and you then, fpeake it in W.eljh. 

Cjlen. lean fpeake Snglijh, Lord, as well as you. 

For I was trained up in the SngUjh Court, 

Where, beingbut yong, I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Englifr dittic, lovely well, 

And gave the tongue a helpefi.il ornament : 

A vertue that was never feene in you. 

Hot, Marry, and I am glad ofitwithall my heart: 

1 had rather bee a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one ofthefe fame meter ballet-mongers : 

I had rather heare a brazen canftickc turnd. 

Or a dry wheele grate on the axeltree, 

And that would fct my teeth nothing an edge. 

Nothing fo much as minfing Poetry : 

T'is like the forc’t gate ofa fhufiingnag. 

CAent. Come, you fhall have Trent turn'd. 

Hot. I doe not care, lie give thrice fb much Land 
To any well-defcrving friend .• 

But in the way of bargaine, marke yee mee , 

He cavil on the ninthpart of abaire. 

Are the indentures drawne ? fhall wee be gone ? 

Glen, The Mcone fhines faire. you may away by night ; 
lie hafte the writer, and withall 
Breake with your wives, ,o£your departure hence, 
lam afraid my daughter/wilLrunmad, 

So much iliee doteth on her, Mortimer , Exit. 

Mor , Fie coufin Pm^, how you croffe my father 1 

Hot. I cannot chufc, fometimeshee anger&mce, 

W ith telling mee of the Moidwarp.and.th'e Aait, 

Of the dreamer Merlin, and faisrPcophecies : 

And ofa dragon and a finleifefifb, 

A clip-wmgd Griffin, and-a moulten Raven, 

A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 

And fiich a deale of skimble. skambleftuffe. 

As puts mee from my faith; I tell you what , 

Hee held mee la ft night, atleaftninehonrcs > 

In reckoning up the fever all divelsnames, 
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That were his Laekies, I cried hum, and well, goto. 

But markt him not a word ; 0,hee is as tedious 
As a tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife, 

Worfe then a finokis Houle. I had rather live 
With Cheefe and Gar 1 ike in a Wind-mill rarre, 

Then feed on cates ,a nd have hi m ta ike to nice. 

In any Snminer-houfe in Chtiftendonie. 

Mir . In faith he was a worthy Gentleman* 

~ Exceeding well read and profited 
Tn ftrangeconcealements, valiant as a Lyon* 

And wondrous affable, and as bountiful 1 
As Mines of India. : {hall 1 tell you, Goufin, 

Hee holds your temper in a high rcfpeft. 

And curbs himlelfeeven of his naturalllcope. 

When yen come crofle his humor, faith hee does. • 

I warrant you, that man is not alive. 

Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 

Without the tafte of danger and reproofe i 
But doe not ufe it oft,lct me intreat you. 

Mar. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame. 

And fince your comming hither, have done enough 
To put him quite befidcs his patience. 

Y ou muff needs learne, Lord, to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it {hew greatneffe, courage, blood,. 

And thats the dcareft grace it renders you: 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harfh rage, 

Defeft of manners, want of Government , i 
Pride, hautinefle, opinion, and difdainc j 
The leaft ofwhich haunting aNobleman , 

Loleth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendations. 

Hot Well I am fchoold. Good-manners by your fpeed, 
Meerecome our wives and let us take our leaves. 

Fnter Cjlendowcr, with the Ladies, 

Mor. This is the deadly fpight that angers me. 

My Wife can fpeak e no Sngttfb, I no welfh, 

Qlen.m daughter weepes^heele not part with you, 

Shceie 





Henry the Fourth. 

Sheelc be a foldier too, (hee’le to the warres 
CMor, GooA father, tell her .that {he,andmy Aunt Percy, 

Shall follow in your conduft fpeedily. 

Glen doyver fpeahes to her in JYeljh,andfbe anfrvers 
him in . the fame. 

Glen . Shee is defperate heere, 

A peevilh felfe will’d harlotry*one that no perlwafion can doe 
good upon. 

7* he Lady Jpeakes in Mfeljb. 
c JMor, I underffand thy lookes, that prety Welfh t 
Which thoupowreft downe from thefe fwelling Heavens, 
lam too perfe<5Hn,;md but for lhams. 

In filch a parley I could anfwer thee. 

The Lady againe in Welfh. 

Mor. I underftand thy kiffes, and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love, 

Till I have lcarn’dthy language , for thy tongue 
Makes Welfh as fweete as ditties highly pend, 

Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers bower. 

With ravi filing divifion to her lute. * 

fjlen. Nay, ifthou melt, then will fiiee runne mad. 

The Lady Jpeakes againe in IVcljb. 

Mon. 0,1 am ignorance it felfe in this. 

glen. Shee bids you on the wanton nifties lay you downe. 

And reft your gentle head upon her lap. 

And {he will fing the Song that pleafcth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the god offleepe. 

Charming your bloud with plealing hcavinefle 
Making fuch difference betwixt w ake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heavenly harveft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefie in the Eaft. 

c JMor. With all my heart i’le lit and heare her fing. 

By that time will our Booke I thinke be di awnc. 

glen . Do fo : and thofe Muficians that fiiall play to you. 

Hang in the Ayrca thoufcnd Leagues from hence. 

And ftraight they fhall be here, fit and attend 
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Hot. Come 7Qjff,thouartperfe<ftin lying downe, 
Come,quicke, quicke,that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

Z«.Go,yee giddy goofe. 

The Mfificke playes. 

Hot. Now I perceive the Divdl underftands fVelJh. 

And *tis no marvell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good muficiaii. 

- La. Then would you be nothing but muficall, 

^Tor you are altogether by humours : 

-a Lxiic llillwe thiefe, and heare the Lady finginW#.. , 

Hot. I had rather heare, Lady, iny breech hosvlc in 

Z^.Would’fthave thy head broken ? 

Hot. No. 

Z^.Then be ftill. 

H^. Neither, ’tisa womans fault. 

Z^.Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the TVeljh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that ? 

Hot .Peace, fhee (ings. 

H eere the Lady finvs A'tVeJh Song, 

Hot. C ome,i’lehave your Song too. 

La. Not mine in good footh. 

Ht/ .Not yours in good Tooth ? Hart,youfwearclikeacom- 
fitmakers wife,notyou in goodfooth,& a-s true as I live, and as 
God iiiall mend me,and as lure as day .• 

And giveft fuchlarcenet furety for thy othes, 

As if thou never walk’d; further then Finsbury, 

S weare mc,Kate ,like a Lady ns thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave in footh, 

A»d fuch protell of pepper ginger-bread, 

To velvet gards,and Sunday Cittizens. 

Come,fing. 

La. I will not fing. 

Hot,Tis the next way to tumetaylor/ar be red-breft teacher: 
and the indentures be dra wile, Pie away within thele - 2 . hours, 
and fo come in wheii you will. Exit. 

G/i?».Come,come;Ldrd Mortimer^ you afeilow, 

As Hot Lord Perby’vs on fire to goc. 



STJLZftty t(f/L ciy 

By this our Booke is drawne,wee’le but feale. 

And then to horfe immediately. 

Me r.W ith all my heart. Exeunt . 

Enter the King , Prince of iVales^and others. 

King. Lords, give us leave, tire Trince of Wales , and I, 

Muft hav e fome private conference , but be neere at hand, 

For we fhall prelently have need of you. E xennt Lords. 

I know not whether God will have it fo. 

For fome difpleafing fervice I have done. 

That in his fecret doomc, out of myblood , 

Heeie breed revengement and a fcourge forme : 

But thou doft in the paflages of life. 

Make me beleeve , that thou art onely mark’t 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of Heaven, 

To punifh my mil-treadings. Tell me elfe, 

Could fuch inordinate and lo w defires. 

Such poore, fuch bare, fuch lewd, fuch meane attempts, 

Such barren pleafures,rude focicty. 

As thou art matcht withall, an d grafted to. 

Accompany the greatneffe of thy blood. 

And hold their levell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prin. So pleafe your Majefty, I would I could 
Quite all offences with as cleare excufe. 

As well as I am doubtlefle I can purge 
. My felfe of many I am charg’d withall : 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg. 

As in reproofe of many tales devifde, 

Which oft the eare of Greatneffe needs muft heare, 

By finding piefothankes, and bajfe i^w^s- m c®ger s j - 
I may for fome tlfings true.wherein tny youth 
Hath faulty wandred , and irregular, 

Finde pardon on my true fubmiflion. 

King.G od pardon thee, yet let . me wonder, Harry, 

At thylifie&ions, which doe hold a -wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors : 

Thy place in Couiicell thou haft rudely loft. 

Which by , thy yonger Brother is fupplide. 

And art almoft an alienito the hearts 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time. 

Is ruin’d, and the foule ofevery man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall : 

Had I fo lavifh of my prefence beene, 

So common hackneied in the eyes ofmen, 
Softaleandcheapeto vulgar company. 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne, 

^=JHad.ftill kept loyall to poffeflion, 

And left me in reputelefle banifhmCnt. 

*=£" fellow of no marke nor likelihood. 

By being feldome feene, I could not ftirre, 

But like a Comet I was wondred at. 

That men would tell their Children, This is he; 

Others would fay. Where ? which is ‘Bullingbrooke ? 

And then 1 Hole all courtefic from heaven. 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humility. 

That I did plucke allegianccfrom mens hearts : 

Loud fhoutes and falutations from their mouthes. 

Even in the prefence of the Crowned King. 

Thus I didkeepemy perfon frefh and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 

Ne’ re feene, but wondred at, and fo my (late, 
Seldome,butfumptuous, (hewed like a feaft. 

And wanne by rareneffe fuch folemenity. 

The s kipping King, he ambled up and downe. 

With (hallow jefters, and rafh bavin wits, 

Soone kindled,and (bone burnt, carded his date, 

Mingled his royalty with carping fboles j 
Hadhis greatname prophaned with their fcornes. 

And gave his countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybing Boyes, and (land the pu(h 
Of every bcardlefle vaine comparative. 

Grew a companion to the common ftreets, 

Enfbrc’t himfelfe to popularity. 

That being dai ly fwallowcd by mens eyes, 

They furfeited with Hony, and began to loath 
Thetafte of fweetneffc, whereof a little. 

More 





Henry theiwrfi). 

More then a little , is by much too tnudi. 

So when he had occaiSonto be feene. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in June, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fudicyes 
As ficke and blunted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on fim-like Majcfiy, 

When it (Hines feldome in admiring eyest ^ 

But rather drowzd , dnd hung their eye-lidsdownc-. 
Slept in his face, and rendringfechafpcCt, _ 

As cloudy menufe to doe to their advcrianes. 

Being with hfe prefence, glutted , gorg’d, andfoll, 
And in that very line, Harry , (landed thou t 
Eor, thouhaft loti thy Princely privilcdge, 

With vile participation. Not an eye 
But is a weary of thy common fight, 

Savemine, which hath defired to fee thee more, 
Which now doth that I would not have it done. 
Make blind it felfe with fooli(h tendemefle. 

Prin. 1 (hall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my felfe. KingS at all the world 

As thou art to this lioure , was Richard then , 

When I from F ranee fet foote at Ravenjpurgh, 

And even as I was then, is Tercy now ; 

Now by my fcepter,and my foule to boote : 

He hath more worthy intereft to the (late 
Then thou, the fhadow of fucceflion. 

For of no right nor colour like to right 
He doth fill fields with Harneffe in the Realme, 
Tumeshead againft the Lyons armed Jawcs, 

And being no more in debt to y cares, then thou. 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverent Bilhops on. 

To bloudy battels, and to brufing armes. 

What never-dying honour hath he got, 

Againft renowned TXmglac ? whofe high deeds, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name in armes, 
Holds from all fouldierschiefe Majority, 

And military title capitall, 
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Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge ChriOL 

l ^ e . Hot !Pf r Mars in fwathing cloathcs. 
I his infant warriour, in his enterprizcs, 

Difcomfited great Dongle , tane him once,. 
Enlarged him,and made a ftiend of him,, 
i o fill the mouth of deepc defiance up. 

And foake the peace and lafety of our throne. 

And what % you to this ? 7 >«» Northumberland. 
^ The Archbijhops grace of Tor^Dowglat.H/onimer. 
^Capitulate agamft us, and arc up. 

But, wherefore doe I tell thefe newes to thee ? 
Why,ffrf?r/,doItell thee of my foes. 

Which art my neereft and deareft enemy ? 

That thou art like enough through vaffall feare, 

Bafe inclination, and the ftart of fpleenc. 

To fight a gain ft me under Percies pa v y 
To dog his heeles, and curtfie at his frownes, 
i o (new how much thou art degenerate. 

CPrin Doe not thinke fo, you foal) not finde it fo. 
And god forgive them , that Co much have fwaidc 
.3 ot, r Majefoes good thoughts away from me : 

1 will redeeme all this on 'Percies head ; 

And in the doling of fbme glorious day 
Be bold to tell you that I am your ibnne. 

When I will weare a garment all of blood, 

, ne m y favours in a bloody maskc, 

Which wafot away, foallfcoure my foamewithit. 
And that foall be the day , when ere it lights 
ihat thisfamechilde of honour and renownc. 

This gallant Hotftur, this al-praifed Knight, 

Ana your unthought o C Harry chance to meete, 

Tor every honour fitting on his hdme. 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
y foame redoubled . For the time will come, 

1 hat I foall make this Northren youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my fatfor, good my Lord 
To engraft my glorious deeds on ray bchallc. 
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Henry the Fourth. 

And I will call him to fo ftrid account. 

That he foall render every glory up. 

Yea, even the flighted worfoip of his time, 

Orlwillteare the reckoning from bis heart, 

This in the name of god I promife here. 

The which if hebepleafd, I foall performe. 

I do befeech your M a j efty may falve, 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will dye an hundred thoufand dcathes, 

Erebreakethe fmalleft parcell of this vow 
King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou foalthave charge, and fbverainc truft herein. 

How now, good Blunt ? thy lookesare foil of fpced. 

EnterBlnnt, 

Blunt. Sohaththebufines that I come to fpeake off, 

Lord tJMmmer of Scotland hath fent word. 

That Dowglat and the Englifi rebels met 
The eleventh of this moneth , at Shrewesbury : 

A mighty and afearefoll head they are, 

( If promifes be kept on every fend ) 

Asever offered fouleplay in a State. 

King, The Earle of Weftmerland let forth to day, 

With him my fonne Lord Iohn of Lane after , 

For this advertifement is five day e$ old. 

On Wednclday next, Barry, thou foalr fet forward : 

On Thurfday, we ourfelves will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and, Barry , you foall march 
Through glocefler-jlnre, by which account 
Ourbufnes valued fome twelue dayes hence. 

Our generatt forces at Bridge-north foall meete. 

Our hands are full of bnfines , let’s away. 

Advantage feedes him fat, while men delay. Extant. 

Enterfaljlajfe andBardoll. , 

Ytil, Bar doll, am I not fallen away vilely fincethis lall aflion 
doclnot bate t doe I not dwindle ? why my skin'hangs about 
me like an old Ladies loofe gowne. I am withered like an old 
apple- Iohn. Well, i’le repent, and that fiiddenly while I am in 
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ways liking, I (hall be out of heart fhortly , & then I fhall have, 
no ftrength to repent .And I have not forgotten what the infide 
ofa Chux<r !■; madeof,! ama Peppercorn: > a brewers hotfe, 
the infide ofa iiurch.Company, villanous company hath been 
the Ipoyle of me. 

'Bar.Sir Io hn, you- are fo fcctfull, you cannot live long. 

Fal. Why, there is it,come,fmg me abawdy Song,make me 
merry : I was as vettuoufly given, ^ a Gentleman need to be, 
vertuous enough, fworc little , dic’d not above feven times a 
w®eke,went to aBawdyhoufc not above once in a quarter of an 
houre,paid money that I borrowed three or foure times, lived 
well, and in good compaffe,and now I live out of all order,out 

of compafle. ■_ 

■2^r.Why,youare fo fatte, Sir loh» T that you mult needs be 
out of all compaffe : out of all reasonable compaffe, Sir Iohn . 

jF^/.Doe thou amend thy face.& l’le amend my life:thouart 
our Adnliralljthou bereft the Lanterne in the Poope,but tisin 
the Nofe of thee, thou art the King of the burning lampe. 

Tiar. Why, dir Iohn, ny face doesyou no harms. 
F^/.No,l’lebe fworne, I make as good uleofit , as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head ,or a memento mori. I never fee thy 
face, but I thioke upon hell fire,and Duties that lived in Purple ; 
for there he is in Bis Robes, burning, burning. If thou wert any 
way give to vertiie,! would fwcarcby thyfaceimy oath iliould 
be, By this fire, that's sods Angel : But thou art altogether given 
over • & vvert indeeu,but'fbr the light in thy facc,the Sunne of 
utter darkneffe. When thou runft up Gads-hill in the night, to 
catch my Horle, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an 
Ignis fatsttis , or a bal of wild-fire.there’s no purchafe in Mony .O 
thou art a perpetuall Triumph, and ever lading Bone-fire-light,, 
thou haft laved me a thou land Markes in Linkes arid Torches, 
wa) king with thee in the night betwixt Taverne & Taverne : 
but the Sack that thou haft drunke me, would have bought me 
Lights as good cheape, of the deareft Chandlers m Europe. I 
nave maintained that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
shis two and thirty yeares : God reward me for it. 

$ r, Zbloud, I would my face were in your be’Jy. 

FktGod a mercy, fo fhould I be heart-burned. 

How 




Henry the tourtb . 

How now, dame ‘Eartltt the Hen, have you enquired 
yet Who pickt my pocket ? Enter Hofiefie, 

Hofi, Why Sir Iohn, what do you think Sir Iohrt&o you think 
I keepe theeves in my houfe? I have fcarcht, I have inq uird, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, fervant by fervant : 
the tight of a haire was never loft in my houfe before. 

Fal.Yc lie^oftcffe^do// was ihav’d and loft many haires 
and i’lebe fwome my pocket was pickt : g©e to, you are a wo- 

m S^Who I ? I defie thee ? Gods light, I was never cald fo in ; v ; 
mine own houfe before. 

Fal. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hof.NoySir John, you doenot know me-Sir Iohn; I know 
you Sir John, you owe me money Sir Iohn, and now you pieke 
a quar rell to beguile me ofit :lbought you a dozen of fhirts to 

y Sxtodas, filthy DoulasT have given them away to Bakers 
wives, they have made boulters of them. 

Ho/lNow as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s.an efhyou 
. owe money here befides. Sir Iohn , for your diet, and by-drml-.- 
ings,and mony lent you,xxiiij .pound. 

F alf. He had his part of it, let him pay. _ 

Hof. He ? alas .he is poore, he hath nothing. 

F 4 /.H 0 W f poore ? looke upon hisface :What cab you rich ? 
let them coine his Nofe,lct them coke his cheekes,i’ le not pay 
a denyer; what, will you make a younkcr ofmeJfoall I not take 
mine eafe in mine lme,butl flaall have my pocket pickt?! have 
loft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers, worth forty marke. 

Hof. O Jefi.1,1 have heard the Prince tell him, 1 know not 

how oft, that Ring was Copper. , , , 

p air How? the Erince is a Jack, a fneak-cap: Zbloud and he 
- were here, I would cudgellhim lvkea Dog, if lie would fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching, and F alftaffe meets him, 
playing on his Tmnchion like a F tfe, 

F 4 /.H 0 W now Lad, is the windiuihat doors y faith ? 

Muft we all march ? _ 

Bar. Yea two and two ; Newgate faihion. 

Ho/M y Lord, I pray you beard me. ■ 
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/V/#.What faift thou, Atiftris quickly ? how does thy has* 
band?I love him well, he is an honeft man. 

Hofi. Good my Lord , hcarc me. 

F^/.Prethee let her alone, and lift to me. 

Prin. What faift thou,/<?<% ? 

IV.The other night I fell afleepe here behind the Arras, and 
had my pocket pick’t , this houfe is turn’d bawdy-houfe, they 
picke pockets. 

Prin. What didft thou loft, lacks ? 

' f Wilt thou beleeve me, Hull ? three or fbure bonds of 
' forty pounds a peece, and a feale Ring of my grand-fathers 

Prin. A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

PI oft. So I told him, my Lord, and I faid,I heard your grace 
fay fo.and,my Lord, he fpeakes moft vilely of you, like a foule- 
mouth’d man,as he is, and laid, he would cudgcll you. 

Trin. What he did not ? 

Hofi .There’s neither faith, truth, nor womar.-hoodin meclfe. 

Frf/.There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune ; nor no 
more truth in thee, then in a drawne Foxsand fbrwoman-hood 
Mayd marian may bee the Deputies wife of the Ward tothee 

Goc you thing, goe. 

Hofi. Say, what thing ? what thing i 

F«/.What thing ? why, a thing to thankeGod on. 

Hofi. I am no thing to thanke God on,I would thou fliouldft 
know it : I am an honeft mans wife, and fetting thy Knight- 
hood afide,thouarta knave, to call me fo. ° 

^/.Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft , to fav 
©iherwife. * 7 

Hofi. Say, what beaft,thou knave, thou ? 

Pal. What beaft ? why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, d/V Iohn / why an Otter ? 

Pal. Why ? ftree’s neither fifti nor flefli ; a man kno wes not 
where to have her. 

Hofi. Thou art an unjuft man in faying fo ; thou, oranyman 
kno wes Where to have me, thou knave thou. 

-ro!fy Th0U tFUCj Bo M e »^dhe Adders thee moft 

Hofi. So he dothyoiijmy Lord, and faid this other day. 

You 





Henry the Fourth. 

Yououghthimathoufand pound. 

Pr/».Sirra, doe I owe you a thoufand pound ? 

Fa/y: A thou&nd pound JHa.ll> a Million : thy love is worth a 
Million : thou oweft me thy love. 

Hofi. Nay, my Lord, he called you lack ft and fayd he would 
cudgellyou. 

Pal. Did, l "Bar doll? 

Bar. Indeed, Sir John, you iayd fo. 



F<«/.Yea,ifhefayd my Ring was Copper. 
Pri . I fay tis coppendar’ft thou be 



, , ,.x iay Vio .««** «. ~e as good as thy word now .. 

Pal. Why Hall } thou knowft,asthou art but a man, I dare : 
but as thou art Prince, I fearethee , as I feare the roaring of the 
Lyons whelp. 

Prin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Pal. The Kinghimfelfe is to be feared as the Lyon : doeft 
thou thinkei’le fcare thee, as I feare thy Father?nay,& I doe,I 
pray God my Girdle breakc. 

Pm.O,if it fhould,how would thy guts fall about thy knees ? 
Butfirra,ther’sno roomefor Faith,Truth,nor Honefty, in this 
bofome ©f thine ; it is all fild up with Guts , and Midriifes. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? Why thou 
horefon impudent Imboft rafcall,if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but taverne reckonings, memorandums of Bawdy hou- 
fes , and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candy to make thee 
long-winded: if thy pocket were inricht with any other inj u- 
ries but tieft, T am a villaine.and yet you will ftand to it, you 
will not pocket up wrong •• art thou not afliamed ? 

F*/.Doft thou hears. Hall? Thou knowft,in the ftate of inno - 
cency >Adam felhand what fhould.poore [ackepalftaffe doe in 
the dayes of villany?thou feeft, 1 have mors Bella then another 
man.and therefore more frailty :you confeflc then you pickt my 
Prin.lt appeares fo by the flory. f pocket. 

Pal. Hoftejfe, I forgive thee : goe make ready breakefaft,love 
thy Husband, looke to thy Servants, cheriflh thy Ghefts , thou 
/halt finde me tradlable to any honeft reaion : thou feed I am 
pacified ftill-.nay, Ipretheebegon. Bxit Hofiejfe. 

Now Hall ; to the newes at Court for the robbery ; Lad, how is 
that anfwered ? 
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Erin . O my Tweet beefe, I mutt Hill be good Angel'l to thee , 
the money is pay d back e againe. 

TW.0,1 doe not like that paying backe, ’tis a double labour. 

Pr. I am good friends with my father, and may do any thing. 

IrW.Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou doeft,and do 
it with unwafht hands too. 

'Bar, Doe, my Lord. 

Prin.l have procured thee lackey charge of foot. 

Frt/.I would it had been of horfe. Where fhall I find one that 
r can fteale well iO fora fine theefe of the age of xxii.or there a- 
bout : I am hainoufly unprovided. Well, God be thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the ver tuous, I laud them, I, 
prayfe them. Prince, Bardoll. Bar. My Lord. 

Prin. Goe beare this letter to Lord John of Lane after. 

To my brother Iohn : this to my Lord of fVeflmcrland. 
Got,Peto,to horfe : for thou and I 
Have thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 
lacks, meete me to morrow in the Temple hall. 

At two a clockein the afternoonc. 

There flialt thou know thy charge , and there receive 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy (lands on high, 

Andcythertheyor we muft lower lye. 

Yal. Rare words 1 brave world ! Hofieffe, my breakfaffcome, 
Oh, I could with this Taverne were my drum. Exeunt. 

Enter HotJptir,Worce(ler, and Dowglat . 

Hot. Well fay d, my noble Scot, if fpeaklng truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution fhould the Dovtglas have. 

As not aSouldier of this feafbns ftampe. 

Should goe fb generall currant through the world : 

By God I cannot flatter , I defie 

The tongue of foothers, but a braver place 

In my hearts love hath no man then your ftlfe. 

Nay taske me to my word,apptove me. Lord . 

Vow. Thou art the King of honour. 

No man To potent breathes upon the ground. 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letters. 

Hot. 




Henry the Fourth. 

Hot.Dot fo,and ’tis wel! : what letters have you there ?I can 
but thanke you. 

Mejf. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe ? 

A/cJf.He can not come, my Lord, he is grievous fick j 

H ot. Zounds, how haz he leifure to be fick 
Infuch a juftlingtime? who leads his power? 

Under whofe government come they along ? 

Jl/ejf. His letters beare his mind, not I his mind. 

TVor. I pretheetell me,dothhe keepehisbed ? 

Mejf. He did my Lord,fbure dayes ere I let forth. 

And atthe time of my departure hence. 

He was much feard by his Phyficion. 

tVorl would the ftatc of times had firft bin whole. 

Ere he by fickneffe had bin vifited : 

His health was never better worth then now. 

Afof.Sick now ? droopenow ? this ficknesdoth infeCl 
The very life-blood of our enterprize, 

’Tis catching hither, even to ourCampe : 

He writes me here, that inward fickneffe. 

And that his friends by deputation. 

Could not fo foon be drawne,nor did he thinke it meete ; 

To lay To dangerous and deare a truft 
On any fbule remov’d , but on his owne ; 

Yet doth he give us bold advertifment, 

That with our finall conjunction , we fliould on. 

To fee how fortune is difpos’d to us : 

For,as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Beciufe the King is certainly poffeft 
Of all our purpofes : what fay you to it ? 

War. Your fathers fickneffe is a maimeto us. 

Hot. A perilous gafli, a very limme lopt off. 

And yet, in faith it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhall finde it. Were it good, 

To fetthe exaCt wealth ofall our States, 

All at one caft ? to fet fb rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtful 1 houre ? 

It were not good,for therein fliould vve read 
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The very bottoms and the foulc of hope, 

Tlie very lift, the very utmoft bound 
Of all our Eortunes. 

Z>0**’.Fayth,and fo we ilioula, 

Wherenowremainesafweet revernon. 

We may boldly fpend upon the hope of what 4 to come in, 

A comrort of retirement lives in this. 

#<tf.Arandevous,a home to fly unto. 

If that the Divell and mifchance looke big 
Upon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

m r . But yet I would your father had peene heere , 

The quality and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no divifion,it will bethought 
By fome,that know not why he is away. 

That wifdome, loyalty, and mcereditlikc 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hJice. 

Andthinke,how foch an apprehcnpon 

May tume thctide of fearefull faction, 

And breed a kinde of queftion in our caufe s 
For, well you know,we of the offring fide, 

Mu ft keepealoofc from ftritft arbiterment, 

And flop all fight-holes,eyery loope,from whence 
The eye of reafon tfiay prie iu upon us : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtains; 

That fljewes the ignorant, a kinde of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. Yon ftraine too farre, 

I rat her of his abfence make this life, ^ 

It lends a luftreand more-great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great entcrpnze. 

Then if the Earle were heere : for msn mult tnmK, . 

If we without his helpe, can make ahead 
To pufh againft the Kingdome, with his helpe, 

We fhall,or turne it topfie turuy downe ; 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joynts are whole. 

Dow. As heart can thinke, there is notfucha word 
Spoke of in Scotland this dreame of fea re. 

Enter Sir Rich. Vernon. - 

hot , 



Henry the tourtb* 

Hot My coufin T^»,welcome by my foule. 

Ver.V ray God my newes be worth a w elcome. Lord. 
The Earle of WefimorelanA, feven thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherward with Prince I-ohn. 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Her. And further, I have learned. 

The King himfelfe in perfbn hath fet forth, 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily, 

Withfirong and mighty preparation. c 

Hot Me fhallbe welcome too ; Where is his Sonne. , 

The nimble-footed mad-cap, Prime of Wales, 

And his Cumrades,that daft the world afldc, 
Andbiditpafle? 

Her. All furnifht ? all in Armes - 
AH plumpe like Sjiriges , that w ith the winde 
Bay ted like Eagles , having lately bath d 
Glittring in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the moneth of May. 

And eorgious as tlie Sunne at Midiummer ; 

Wanton as youthfull G oates, vsWd asyoung BhU : 

I few young Harry , with hisBeveron, 

His Cufhes on his thighes , gallantly arm d. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury , 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turne and winde a fiery Pegafas, 

And witch the world With noble Horfc-manihip. 

A So more, no more,worfe then theSunne m March 
This prayfc dothnourilh Agues ; let them come. 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-eyde mayde of finoky warre. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The may led Mars (hall on his Altar (it 
Tip to theearesinbloud. I am on fire 
To hearc this rich reprizall isfomgh • 

And yet not ours Come j let retake By Hoile, 

Who is to beare me like a thunder-bolt, 

Againft the boiome of the Prince Wales : 
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Harry to Harry i (hall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and ne’re part,till one drop downe a coarfc ; 

Oh, that Cjlendower were come. 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learned in Worccfter, as I rode along, 

He can not draw his power this fourteene dayes. 

Dow. that’s the worft tydings that I heareof yet, 

Wor. I by my fayth that beares a firofty found. 

Wot .What may the Kings whole battell reach unto ? 

Ver. To thirty thoufand. 

Wot. Forty let it be. 

My Father and Glendower being both away. 

The powers of us may ferve fo great a day. 

Gomc,let us mutter fpecdily, 

Doomes-day is neere, die a Il,dy merrily . 

Dow. Talke not of dying : I am out of feare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare.' E xiunt. 

£nter Falfialjfe and 'Bardol. 

Fal. Bardol, get thee before to Coventry » fill a bottle of 

Sack®, our Souldires fhall march throughjWeeT to Sutton cot- 
kill to night. 

2?«*r.Will you give me money, Captaine ? 

Falf. Lay out, lay out. 

2?^r.This bottle makes an Angell. -y 
Falf. And it doe take it for thy labour, and ifit make twenty, 
take them alU’le anfwer the coynage ; bid my Lieutenant Peto 
meet me at Townes, end. 

B ar. I w ill, Captaine : farew ell . Exit. 

Falf Si I be afham’d of my Sonldiers, I am a fowft Gurnet ; I 
have mifufed theKings preffe damnably . I have got in exchange 
of 1 5 o.Souldiers,30o. and odde pounds. I preffe me none but 
good Houfholders, Yeomens fonnes,inquire me out contra&ed 
Batchelers, fuch as had been askt twice on the Banes, foch a co- 
tnodity of warme (laves, as had as liefehearetheDivellas a 
Drumme,fuch as feare the report of aCaliver , worfe then a 
ftrook-foole , or a hurt Wild-duck : I preft me none but fuch 
Tofts & butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
heads, and they have brought out their fervices : and now ,my 

whole 
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whole charge confifts of Ancients, Corporals , Lieutenants, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the. 
painted Cloth where the Gluttons Dogs licked his Sores : and 
fuch as indeed were never Souldiers,but discarded unjuft Ser- 
vingmen,yongcr Sonnes to yonger Brothers, revolted Tapfters 
and Oftlers,trade-falne,the Cankers ofa calme world, and long 
peacetimes more difhonourable raggedjthen an old fac’d An- 
cient : and fuch have I to fid up the roomes of them as have 
bought out their fervices, that you would think, that I had a 
hundred and fifty tottered Prodigals, la tely come from fwinc- 
keeping, from eating drafteaud huskes. A mad' fellow met me 
ontheway , and told me I had unloaded all the gibbets, and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hath feen fuch Skar-crowes. 
l’le not march thorow C oventr y with them, that’s flat, nay ; and 
the villains march wide between the legs, as if they hadGyucs 
on, for indeed, I had the moft of them out of Prifon : thers’s not 
a Shirt & a halfe in all my company, and the halfe Hurt is two 
Napkins tackt together, and thro wne over the ihoulders like 
a Heralds coate without fieeves -and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftolne from mine Hoft of S. Albans, or the red-nofe In-keeper 
oi Daintry : but that’s all one, they’l finde Linnen enough on 
every Hedge. 

Enter t he Prince^and the Lord of Wefhrtcrland. 
frn.How now blowne I acke ? how now Quit ? 
■F^/.What W4/? How now mad-wag,what a divell doft thou 
in Warwickfhire ?My good L.olJVefhnerlandfl cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at Shrewsbury. 

m/.Fayth ,Sir Johnf tis more then time, that I were there, 
and you too ; but my powers are there already : the King, I can 
tell you,lookes for us all ; we muft away all night. 

JW.Tut, never fearettell me,l am as vigilant as a Cat,to fteal 
Creame. 

Prin.l thinke to (leal Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter :but tell me, lacks , whofefellowes are 
thefe that come after ? 

FalMmc, Ha/ } mine. 

Prin.l did never fee fuch pitifull rafeals. 

Fal Xut. tut good enough to toffe , food for powder , food 
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for powder,, they"! fill a pit as well as better :tufia Hian,mortall 
men, mor tall men. 

fpcfl. I, but Sir Uhn, mee-thinkes they are exceeding poore 

and bare, too beggerly. . , , ,. ' 

Fat . Faith for their poverty,! know not where they had that, 
And for their barenefle,I am lure they never learnt that or me. 

Prin. No i’lebe fworne, unlefleyou call three fingers on the 
ribs,bare:but firra,make ha fie, Tercj is already xn the fielder. 
Fal. What, is the Kingincamp’d ? 

FFekuc is,<?k John ,1 .feare we (ball (lay too long. 
'Fal.W&\\ , the latter end of a .Fray, and the beginning ofa 
r . n j,,ii CrrV,t,«.r uofl a keene sued. Exeitne. 
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Enter BotfrurjVorceprpMgLu^and Vernon. 

Bot. Wee’l fight with him to night. > 

iVor.lt may nbtbe. . 

7) ow. You give him then advantage. 

yer Not a whit. r • . 

Hot. Why fay you fo ? lookes he not for lupply . , 

Ver . So doe we. . . 

Hot.His is certaine,ours lsdoubttuli. >• 

Wor. Good coufin,be advif d,ftir notto night. 

Ver. Do not my Lord. 

Bow, You doe not counfell well; 

Thou fpeakft it out of feare, and cold heart. 

T'W-.Dotiot (launder, Dowglat, by my lire. 

And I dare well maintaine it with my lire; 

If well-refpe&ed honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfell with weake feare. 

As you my Lord, or any Scot , that this day lives : 

Let it be teene to morrow in the battell,which of us feares. 
D<nj>.Yea,orto night. fer. Content. 

Bot. To night, fay I, 

Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much, being men of fuch great leading asyou are. 
That you forelee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition •• certaine Horfes 
Of my coufin Vernons are not yet come up. 

Your 




Your Unde Worceprs Horfe came but to day. 

And now theirpride and metal! is afieepe, 

Their courage With hbrd labour tame and dull. 

That not afiiorfeis halfe the halfc of him himfelfe. 

' Hot. So are the horfes of the £nemy, - 
In generall journey bated and brought low ? 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

tVorlhz number of the King exceedeth ours •* 

Tor godsfake, Coufin, ftay till all come in. 

The Trumpet fomds- ay arley . Enter Sir ,fValter?lunt. 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer From the Kinfg, 

If you vouchfafe me hearing and refpeft.' 

Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : and Would to Cod 
You were of our determination ; 

Some ofus love you well, and even thofe fome 
Envy your great defer yings and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality, 

But ftand againft us like"; an Enemy/ . , 

Blunt. And God defendant (till I. (hould ftand fo. 

So long as out of limit and true role, : 

You ftand againft anoynted Maj elty : 

But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature ofyour griefes , and whereupon 

You con jure from the breft of civill peace. 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Have any way your good deferts forgot, 

Which he conteffeth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your griefe, and with all fpec-d, • 

You (hall have your defire with filtered. 

And pardon abiolute for your felfe, and thefe. 

Herein mif-led by your fiiggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind : and well we know, the King 
Knowesat what time to promHe, w hen to pay : 

My Father ,my Uncle, and my fdfe. 

Did give him that fame royalty he weares. 

And when he wasnot fixe and twenty ftrong, 

Sicke in the worlds regard,wretched, and low. 
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A poors unminded Outlaw fneaking home, > , 

My Father gave him welcome to the fhore: 

And when he heard him fweane and vow to God, 

He came but to the ‘Duke oi' Lancafier, t ; ,7, s . fl V 
To fue his liberty and beg his peace. 

With teares ofinnocency ,and terms of zeale : 

My father in kind heart and pity mov’d ; 

Swore his afliftance and perform’^ it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons ofthe Realme 
Perceiv’d Northumberland^ leane to him. 

The more and lefle earns in with cap and knee, 

Met him in Boroughs pities, Villages^ 

Attend him on Bridges, flood in lanes. 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths, • 

Gave him their heires, as pages followed, him, -,' J0 
Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes: 

He prefently,as greatneffe knowes it felfc. 

Steps me a little higher then his vo w 

Made to my father, while his blood waspoore, ,r 

Llpon the naked (hore at Ravenjpurgh, 

And now forfooth takes onhim torefbrme tRf 
Some certaine edids , and fome ftraight decrees 
That lay too heavy on the common-Wealth, 

Cries out upon abufes, leemes to weepe 
Over his Countries wrongs, and by this face 
This feeming brow of Juftice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for • 

Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites that the abfent King 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was perfonall in the Irijb warre. 

'Blunt. Tut, I came not to hearethis, 

Hot. Then to the poynt. 

In fliort time after , he depos’d.the King, 

Soone after that , depriv'd him his life, 

And in the necke of that, task’t the whole State : 

T° m ? ke . * hat worfe/uffered his kinfman March, 

Who is , if every owner were plac’d, 

Indeed 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to.Se forfeited, 

Difgrac’d me in my happy vi&orics. 

Sought to intrap metay. intelligence. 

Rated my Uncle from the CounfcH boord, 

Inragc difmifdmy father from the Court, 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong, 

And inconclu(ion,drovcus to feckcnaut 
This head offafety , and withall to pry 
Into his title, the which we findc 
Too indireft for long continuance. 

Blunt .Shall I retumethis anfwpr to the aw? 

Hot. Not fo,& Walter. WecT withdraw a 
Goe to the King, and let there be impawnd 

Some furety for the fafe returnc agafnc. 

And in the morning earely mail my U nc ‘ e 

Bring him our purpofe, and fo farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love; 
Hot And’t may be,fo we fhall. 

Blmt.Vny God you doc. 

Enter ArchbiJbopofTorkf^^Jh'E^tchael, 
Arch .Hy ,good Sir Michael ,beare this lealed Brief® 
With winged hafte to the Lord BfarJhaS, 

This to my cofin $croope } i \\& allthcictt 
To whom they arc direded. If you knew 
How much they do import, you would make hafte* 

Sir /kri.My good Lord,! gueSfetheir itmp 
ArchiUkc enough you doc. 

To morrow jgcod Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Mull: bide the touch : For Sir , at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truely given to undertlandj 
The King with mighty and ^Ultkerayftd power, 
Meets with Lord Harry jand I fearc, Sir AdichaeR 
What with the fickneffe oi Northumberland. 

Whofe power was in the firft proportion; , v 

And whatOn^w Glbtdoibtys ab'fente thenCCi v 

Who with them Was rated firiiielytob. • 
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And come* not in, over-rulde by prophefieJ, 

I feare,the power of ‘Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King, y.' 

Sir M. Why .my good Lord, you needenot feare. 

There is DmglaspxiA Lord Mortimer, 
jirch.^o, ^Mortimer is not there. 

Sir.M But there is Merdake,VernonX,. Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefier , and a head 
Of gallant warriours,noble Gentlemen. 

tsfrch And ib there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
ThefpcciallbeadofalltheLandtogether. .-*• 

The Prince of Wales , Lord John of Lancafler, 

The noble We^rnerlam 1 , and warlike fBlmt ; 

And many moe Corrivales^nd dcare men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir ^f.Doubt not, my Lord, he firall be well opposed. 

Arch. I hope no leffe • yet, needfull 'tis to feare. 

And to prevent the word. Sir Michell i fpeed : 

For it Lord "Percy thrive not ere the King 

Difmiffc his power, he mtanes to vifit us, * " 

for he hath heard of our confederacy j 

And ’tis but wifedometo make ftrong againft him : 

Therefore make hafte, I muft goe write againe 
To other friends,and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exeunt. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales ,Eord Iohn of Lancafler , Earle 
offPeftmerlandji Walter Blunt, and Falftajfe, 

King. How bloodily the Simne begins to pecre 
Above yon busky hill / the day lookes pals 
At his aiftemperature. 

*Pn».Thc Southeme winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And by hollow whittling inthe leases, ;T _ . 

Foretels a temp,eft anda blufteripg day, vl_> i\\ oriT 

Ai»g.Theh with che iofers let it fympathize. 

For nothingean feeme foule to thofe that winne. 

The Trumpet founds. Enter Worcefter. 

King.Wo'N now my Lord- of Worcell er } ’tis notwell 
That you and ^ihould jpeete upon fuchtearmes. 

As 




* "oW we meets. You have deceived our truft, 

’ m made us doffeoureafie Rolpcs of peace, 

To crufhour old uncafie limbs in ungentle Steele; 

This is not well,my Lordjthis is not well. 

What % you to it ? will you againe unknit 
This cfaurmh knot of all abhorred Warre ? 

And more in that obedient orbe againe. 

Where you did give a faireand naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigy of feare, and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the unbome times ? 

War. Heare me, my Liege : 

Tor mine own part,I could be Well content 
To entertaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres ’• For I proteft, 

I have not fought the day of this diflikr, 

King.Ym have not fought it : how comes it then ? 

Falf, Rebellion lay. in his way, and he found it. 
fPrin. Peace,Chewet, peace. 

?r<wTt pleas’d your Majcfty to tume your lookes 
Of favour, from my felfe, andallour Houfe 5 
And yet I muft remember; yoiuny Lord: 

We were the firft and deareft of your friends, 

Foryou,my Staffe of office did I breake. 

In Richards time, and potted day aad night. 

To meete y ou on the way, and kiffe your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 

Nothing foftrong and fortunate as I j ■* 

It was my felfe,my Brother,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home , and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc toils'. 

And you did fweare that oath at Doncafier, 

That you did nothing of purpofe *gainft the State, \ 

Nor claime no further .then your new-falnc right, 

Thefeateof (}ant,Dukc of Lancajler: 

T 0 this,we fware our ayde : but in fhort {pace f 

It raind down,|Fortunc fhowring on your head, 

And fuch a ffoudofGreatneffe fell on you. 
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What with the injuries of wantou time. 

The feeir*iHg;&flfei:anc« that you- laa&boEne, - & :r ftft. 

And the contrarious windes thathelde the King 
So long in the unlucky Irijb Warns, 

That all in England did repute him dead ; 

And from this fwarmc of tairc advantages. 

You tooke occafion to be epaickly wooed. 

To gripe the generall fway into your hand, 

Forgot your oath to us at Done after • 

And being fed by us ; you us’d us fo. 

As that ungentle Gull the Cuckowes bird,. 
tJfeth the Sparrow, did oppreffe our neft. 

Grew by our feeding, to fo great a bulke, 

That even our love durft notcome ncere your fight. 

For feare of fwallowing: but with nimble wing 
We were inforc’t for fatety fake, to (lie 
Out of your fight, and raifethis prefint head. 

Whereby we hand oppoled by fuch meanes 
As you your felfe have forg’d againft your filfe, 

By unkinde ufage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all fascliand troth, ■ ■ ift ■ ■ 

Swore to us in your younger enterprize, 

King. Thefe things indeede you have articulate, 
Proclaym’d at Mark4:t7cro(fes,Tead in Churches, 

To fecethegarmentjof. Rebellion, . / , 

Withiome fine colourthat may pleafe the eye ' u . ft' -' .‘ft fti 
Of fickle changelings, and poorc'difcohtchts 0? j : ; ; 1 - i 
Whichgape, andrubrheEU)owatthehewcs V 1 . 

Of hurly burly innovation s'. 

And never yet did infurrc&ion want :1 
Such water colours, tp irapainthis eaufe • 

Nor muddy Beggers, ftarving fora time, 
Ofpel-mellhavocke and oonfufion* 

Erin. In both your Armiesythere is many a foule. 

Shall pay folidearely. for this incounter. 

If once they joynein rryall: tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of doth joyne with all the world 
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In prayfe of Ban] Tmy : by my hopes 

This prefeii t enterprizefctofks head, 

I doe not thihke a braver Gentleman, 

More ^ftive, more-valiant, or more valiant yottg, 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds s 
For my part, I may fpsake it to my fliame, 

I have a trew ant been to Chivalry, 

And fo Iheare he doth account me too ; 

Yet this before my Fathers MajeHy, 

I am content that he fnah take the ods 
Of his great name and eftimation, 

And will to fave the blond on either ude, 

Trv fortune with him in a (ingle fight. 

King. And Vrir.ce of Wales dare we- venture thee, 

Albeit cenfiderations infinit . - - 

Doe make againft it :No, good y/oneFlex no, 

We love our people well ; even thofe we love. 

That are mifled upon your Cofins part : 

And wilhhey take the offer ofour Grace, 

Both he, and they , and you, yea every man 
Shall be my friend agame, and Hebe his. 

So tell your Cofin, and bring me word, 

What he will doe. But if he will not yeeld,. 

Rebuke and dread correction wane on us, 

And they (hall doe their office. So be gon y. 

We will not now he troubled with reply. _ 

We offer faire,take it advifedly. 8xit Worcester. 

<Trin. It will not be accepted on my life, 

The Dowglas and the Hot-far both together 
Are confident againft the. world m arines. 

IG^.Hence therefore, every Leader to his charge, 

For on their.anfw ere will we let on them j 

And God befriend us as our caufeis juft. Exeunt ? Manent 

Fal.Hal. If thou fee me downe in the Battell, Prtn.Fai. 

Andbeftrideme fo,’tis a point of friendftiip.. vft. , 
Pm.Notfiing but a Co/ofuscm doe thee that inenfaihip. 
Say thy pTayers, and farewell. 
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TalfS would, it Were bed-time, Hall, and all well 
Erin. Why ? thou o weft God a death. ’ ' 

Ealf.'Tis not due yet,r would be loth to pay him before his 
day :what need I be foforvvardwith him that calls not on me? 
Welh’tisno matter ,Honourpricks me on ; yea but how if Ho- 
nour prick meoff when I come on?how then,can Honour fet to 
a leg?no,or an.atme?no, or take away the giiefe of a wound ? 
no,Honourhath no skill in Surgery then? no: what is Honour? 
a word: what is that word Honour? Aire:a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it?he that died a Wednefday ? Doth he feele it ? no : 
doth he heare it?no ’tisinfenfible then ?yea, to the dead ; but 
will it not live with the living?no : why? detra&ion will not 
fjffer it^herefore i’le none of it;Honour is a meere Skutchion; 
and (bends my Catechifme. Exit. 

Enter fVorcefier ,and fir RichardVernott, 
fVor.O no,my Nephew muft not know ; Sir Richard, 

The liberall kind offer of the King. 
fJr.’Twere beft he did. 

War .Then are we all undone, 

Itis not pofTiblOjit cannotbe. 

The King would keepe his word in loving us. 

He w ill lufped us ftil 1, and find a time. 

To punifh this offence in others faults : 

Suppofition,all our lives, fhall be ftucke foil of eyes. 

For reafbn isbut truftedlike the Foxe, 

Who never fo tame,fo cherifht, and loekt up, 

Will have a wildetricke of his ancefters : 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily : 

Interpretation will mifipote our Iookes, 

And we fhall feed like Oxen at ftal 1, 

The better cherifht, ftill the neercr death. 

My Nephews trefpaffe may be well forgot, 

It hath the cxcufe of youth, and heate ofblood. 

And an adopted name of priviledge. 

A haire-braind Hotjpur, goverod by a fpleenc. 

All his offences live upon my head, 

And on his Father s.We didtrainehim on. 

And hiscormption being tane from us, . 



Exit Dorvg. 
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We as the ipring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Cofm, let not Harry know 

In any cafe,the ofter of the King. Enter Hot far. 

^.Deliver what you will>i’ le (ay fo. Here comes your Co r 
Hot My Uncle is return’d, v®* 

Deliver up my Lord of WcftmrUnd. 

Uncle,whatnewes? 

fVoro The King will bid you b^ttell prelently. 

(Dow. De fie him by the Lord of jVefimerland. 
Hot.LorADewg/as, goe you and tell him fo. 

ZW.Mary and fhall very willingly. 
tf^r.There is no Teeming mercy in the K mg. 

, //^.Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

' fvor.l told him gently of your grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking : which he mended thus. 

By now forfwearing that, fie is forefwor.ie. 

He cals us Rebels, Tray tors, and will feourge. 

With haughty armes,this hatefull name in us. 

Dow. Arme, 1 Gentlemen, to armes.for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth ; 

And jVefirnerland tnat was ingag’d,did deare it. 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. ; 

ff^br.The FyIyicc oiWales ftept forth before the Kin?? 

And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrel 1 lay upon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day , 

But I and Harry Monmouth : telkme,tellme, 

How fhewed his talking ? teem'd it in contempt ? 

VerMofiy my foule, I never in my life 
Did heare a Challenge urg’d more modcltly, 

Unleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe ofarmes. 

He gave you all the duties of a mail* 

Trirn’d up your praifes with a. princely tongue, 

Spoke your defervings like a Chronicle, 

Yaking yo.u ever better then his praife, 

By ftill difpraifing praife, valued with you : 



Enter Dowg. 
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He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe, 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As if He mattered there a double fpirit 
Of teaching; and-of learning inftantly : 

There did he paulehutletme tell the worlds 
If he out-live the envy of this day, 

England did never owe fo fweete a hope, 

So much nufconftred in his wantonnefle. 

Hot. CofinjI thinke thou art enamoured 
Onhis follies : never did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wild at liberty : ’ 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

^hathefhall fhrinke under my courtefc. 

Arme, arme with fpeede,and fellow Souldiers, friends. 

Better confider what you have to doe. 

That I that have not well the gift of tongue, : ’ 

Can lift your blood up with perfwafion. Enter a mjfcnger, 
MeffMy Lord, here are Letters for you, 

Hot. [ cannot read them now, 

0 Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort; 

To fpend that fhortneffe bafely , were too long : 

Jf life did ride upon a Dials poynt, 

- Still ended at the arrivall of an ho wer, 

And if wc live, we live to tread on Kings : 

]f die, brave death,when Princes die with us. 

Now for our confciences, the armes.is faire. 

When the intent forbearing them is juft 
AdeJfMy Lord,prepare,the King comes on apace, 

Hot. I tlianke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profeffe not talking, only this, 

Leteachman doe hisbeft ; andheredraw l a Sword, 

'Vhofe temper I intend to ftaine 
A^ith the beft blood that I can meete withall, 
in the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now efperancc < Pwy,and fct on, ,1 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of watne, ; '“."r 

And by that muficke,let us all imbrace;. 

Foe 
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Enter another. 
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For heaven to earth, fomeofus never lhall 
A fecond time doe fuch a courtefy. 

Heere they embrace, theTrumpets found, the King enters with 
his power ,alarnm to the battelh then enter Dowgla s.and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

®/«.Whatisthy name that in Battell thus thou croffeft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke upon my head ? 
j Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt theein the battell thus, 

Becaufe feme tell me , that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thy likeneffe: for inflead of thee. King Harry, 

This Sword hath ended him , fo fhall it thee, 

Unleffe thou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunt .1 was not borneto yeeld,thou proud Scot, 

And thou fhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. , 

They fight • Dowglas kiis Blunt • then enters Hotfpur, 

Hot. O Dowglas ! hadft thou fought at Halmfdonthus, 

I never had triumpht over a Scot. 

Dow. APs done,al’s won, here breathleffe lies the King- 
War. Where? ZW.Heere. 

Hot.lhis ‘ Dowglas ? No, I know, this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was,his name was Blunt • 

Semblably fiirnifht like the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ahfoole, goe with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought to© deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 
DewHovt by my Sword,I will kill all his Coates; 

I le murder all his Wardrop , piece by piece, 
llntill I meet the King. Hot . Up and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day. 

t/dlarum, Enter falftaffe folus. 
fW.Though I could fcape fhor-free at London , I foare the 
fhot heere .* heer’s no fcoring butupon the pate.Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honourfor you,hcer’s no vanity. 
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I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too.God keepe Lead 
out ofme,I need no more weight then mine own bowels : I 
have led my rag of Muffians where they are peperd ther’s not:- ^ 
three of my 1 5 o.left alive, and they arc for the townes end, to 
beg during life. But who comes heete ? Snter Trince, 

Frin. What ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNobleman lies ftarkc and ftiflfe, 

Under the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whofc deaths are yet uritevengdj prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fal.O Hal. I prethee give me leave to breathe a while, TmE 
' Gregory never did filch deeds in anncs^is I have done this day. 

1* ha ve pay d Percy , I have made him fure. 

Prirtc.Hc is indeed, and living to kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy {word. 

fVi/.Nay beforeGod,H4/,if Percy be alive,thou get ft not my 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Pm».Give it me •• what ? is it in the cafe ? 

Fal. I Halids hot, there’s that will facke a City , 

The Prince dr awes it out, artdfindes it a bottell ofSacfi , 

Prin, What is it a time to jeft and dally now ? 

He throwes the Bottle at him. Exit . 

Pal. If Percy be alive, i le pierce him,ifhs doe come in my 
way/o? if he doe not.ifl come in his willingly, let him make 
a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Wal- 
?frhath:give me life, which if I can feve. To : ifnot, honour, 
comes unjook’t for, and there’s an end . 

• 

j4Urme,exCHr fions , enter the King,t he Prince, Lord John of 
LancafteM»TEearle of Weftmerland. ' 

Ktng.l prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe,thon bleedeft too 
much : Lord Iohna\ Lancafier,goz you with him. 

P. [obnS.pt I, my Lord, unleffe I did bleed too. 

Prin. I beieech your Majefty make up, 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki.l will doe fo my L.of Wefimcrland^ctA him to h\s Tent 

.^/?.Come,myLord, i’le lead you to your Tent. 

EPrince .Lead me,my Lord, I de not need your helpe ; 

And God forbid a fhallow fcratcii fhould drive . . 

The 



tienry the rourtb „ ; . - 

f he Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

JWhere ftaynd Nobility lies treden on, 

’V *And Rebels Armes triumph in mafiacres. 

Iohn. We breathe too long, come coufin Wefimerland , . 

Our duty this way lies : Tor G#ds lake come. 

firm. By Goa, thou hafldeceiv’d me,Lancafier } 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fiich a fpirit 1 
Beforc,I lov’d thee as a brother,/^*. 

But now Idoerefpoff theeas my foufe. . 

King, l fa w him hold Lord - Percy at die poynt ; 

/ W ich luftier maintenance then I did lookc for 
Offuchanungrowne Warrier. 

jPm.Oithis Boy lends metall to us all. Exit. 

£>«p. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglas fatall to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them.What art thou 

That counterfeit!!: the perfon of a King ? 

-KVag.The King himfclfe, who Dowglas grieves at heart. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the Very King : I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy felfc, about the Field ; 

But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will allay thee : and defend thy felfe. 

Dow. I fearc, thou art another Counterfeit ; 

And yet in faith them bear’d thee like a King : 

But mine .1 am fore thou art, who ere thou be : 

And thus Iwinncthcc. 

They fight, the King being In danger fEnter Prince of Wades.' 

Trince. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe, the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly fitafferd, 8 lunt, arc in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who never promifeth^ut he meanes to pay. 

' They fight, Dowglas flieth, 

Cheerely my Lord^iow feres your Grace f 
Sir Nichlas G aw fey hath for fuccour fent , 

And fb hath (flfton*, i’leto Clifton (trait. 



King, Stw , and breath a while, 
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Thouhaft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And Ihewdthou nuked fome tender of tpylifc,. 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prince. O God,they did me too much injury, 

That ever laid, 1 hearkned to your death i 
If it were fo, I might have let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas over you. 

Which would have been as fpeedy in your end, 
Asallthepoylonoas potions in the world, 

And lav’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

King. Make up to Clifton, i’leto S .Nicholas Gowfey. Exit. 

Enter Hotjpur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Barry Monmouth ? 

Prince. Thou fpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot.Uy name is Harry Percy. 

Prince. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell ofthat name- 
I am the ’Tr'mce of Wales ; and thinke not, ‘Percy, 

To lhare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Spheare, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne, 

Oi Barry Percy, and the Prince ok Wales. 

Hot. Nor {ball it Barry :forthehoure is come. 

To end the one of us ; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armrs, were now as great as mine! 

Prince. I’le make it greater, e’ re I part from thee. 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
I’le crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They light. Enter Faljlajfe. 

Ealf.WeW faid, Hal, to it,H*£Nay,youlhall finde no Boyes 

play heere, I can tell you. 

Enter D owglas : he fights wit h Ealfi ajfe, he fals tlovtne as 
if he were dead, the Prince killeth Percy. 

Hot. Oh Barry, thouhaft rob’d me of my youth : 

I better brooke the lofle of brittle life, 

Then thofe proud Titles thouhaft won ofme, 

They wound my thoughts worfe then the fword my Hem ^ ^ 












Henry the Fourth . 

But thought’sthe Have of life, and life,timesfooIe, 

And Time that takes fervey of all the world, 

Mufthaveaftop. O/I could prophefie. 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue : no Percy , thou art duft. 

And food for — • 

* Prince Worms,brave Fmy.Fare thee well, great heart 
111 weav’d ambition : how much art thou Ihrunke ? 

When that this body did containea fpirit, 

A Kingdome for it , was too fmall a bound , 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough, this earth that beares thee dead, 

Beares not alive fo ftouta Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of courtefie, 

I fhould not make fo great a fliew of zeale ; 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face, 

And even in thy behalfe, i’le thanke my felfe 
For doing thele faire rites of tenderneffe. 

Adieu , and take thy praife with thee to Heaven, 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in the grave, . 

But not remembred in tby Epitaph. 

He fpieth Paljlaffe on the gromd. 

What, old acquaintance , could not all this flefh 
Keepe in a little life ? poor lack? farewell $ „ 

I could have better fpar’d a better man j . 

0,1 fhould have a heavy mifle of thee. 

If I were much in love with vanity 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then,in blood by noble Percy ly. 

Falfiaffe rife tip. 

Fa^.Imboweld ? if thou imbowell me to day, i’le give you. 
leave to powder me, and eate me too to morrow. Zloud,’twas 
time to counterfeit ,or that? hot Termagant Scot, had payd me 
fcot and lot too. Counterfeit?! am no counterfeit: to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is but the counterfeit of a man, who 
hath not tire life ofa man -but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
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thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect 
image of liteindeed.The better part of valour is Dilcrction* in 
the which better part I havefaved my life.Zounds,I amafeard 
of this gunpowder P^r?, though he be deadihow ifhciliould 
counterfeit too, and rife ? by: my faith I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore i’le make him fure;yea 
andi’lefweare I (lew him. Why may not he rifeafwell as I ? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody fees-me .• therefore 
firra,with anew wound in your thigh come you along with 
me. 

He takes up Hotspur on his hacks- Enter Trince and 
John of Lancajier. 

Prtn. Come, brother hhnfiAX bravely halt thou fiefht 
Thymayden Sword. 

Iohn.- But (oft, who have wc hccre ? 

Did you not tell me this fee man was dead ? 

Trin . I did, I few him dead, 

Brcathlcffe,and bleeding onthe ground. Art thou alive? 

Or is it fentafie that playes upon our eye-fight ? 

I prethec fpeake, wcwill not truft our eyes 
Without our earcs, thou art not what thou fcem’ft. 

EalfNo, that’s certainc, I am not a double man : butiflbe 
not lacks Falftaffeyhsn am I a Jacke:there is Percy > if your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour , fo i if not, let him flay the next 
Percy himfelfe:I looke to be cither Earle or Dukc,I canaffure 
you. 

Trin Why, Percy I flew my fclfe, and few thee dead. 

Half . Didft thou ? Lord,Lord, how the world is given to 
lying ! I graunt you, I was down and out ofbrcath>and fo,was 
he, but We rofe both at an inftant, and fought a long houre by 
Shrewsbury cldcke,ifl may be belccved,fo:if not, let them that 
fhould reward Valour, beare the finne upon their own heads, 
Fie take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh 
ifthc man were alive ,and weud deny it, founds I will make 
him eate a peece of my Sword. •* 

7oA«.This is the ftrangeft tale that ever I heard. 

Trince.This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn. 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back. 



tienry we runriv. 

For my part, if a lie w ill doc thee grace , 

He guild it with thehappieft termes I have . 

A retreat e is founded. y 1 ' 

Frin . The Trumpet founds retreat ,, the day is our s : . ’ 

Come, brother, let’s to the higheft of the Field , 

To fee what friends arc living, who are dead. Exeunt. 

Fal.VXz follow, as they fey, for reward:He that rewards me, 

God reward him.If I do grow great, i’le grow leffe : for He 

purgeand leave Sacke,and livccleanely^s a Nobleman fhould 
doe. Exit. 

The Trumpets found, enter the Kinq, Prince of Wales , Lord 

John «/Lancaftcr, fl/Weltmrrland,wit^ . •_ 

Worcefter and Vernon prifoners, 

IOng, Thus ever did rebellion finde rebuke ; . 

Ill-fpirited Worcester , did not we lend grace, 

Pardon and termes of loveto all ofyou ? 

And wouldft thou tume our offers contrary , 

Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? 

Three Knights upon our party flay ne to day , 

Anoblc Earle, and many a creature elfe, - 
Had been alive this houre, 

IflikeaChrirtianthouhadft truely borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

j#r.What I have done , my iafety urg’d me to. 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently , 

Since not to be avoyded, it fals on me 
King . Beare WorcefterXofte death, and Vernon too i : 

Other offenders we will paufe upon . 

How goes the Field ? 

Trin. The noble Scot Lord Dowgias, when he faw 
The fortune ofthe day turn’d quite from him, 

The noble Percy flayne and all hismen, 

Upon thefoote of feare, fled .with the reft : - 
And falling from a hill , he was fo bruiz’d. 

That the purfuers tooke him.At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I befeech your Grace, 

I-may dilpofe of him; 

King, 
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X)«^.Wlth allmy heart. 

< P«XThen brother Iohn of Lane after. 

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong, 

Goe to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleafure ranfomeleffe and free. 

His valour ihewen upon our Crefls to day. 

Hath tought us how to cherifli fiich high deeds. 

Even in the bofome of our adverfaries. 

King .Then this remaines that we divide our power; 
You Sonne / ohn, and my Coufin WeslmerUnd x 
Toward Torke fhall bend you with your deareft fpcede. 
To tneete Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope, 
Whof as we heare j are bufily in armeg : 

My felfeand you,Sonne Harry, will toward Wales, 



ellion in this Land fhall l©fe his way. 
Meeting the checke offuch another day.- 
And fince this bufinefle io iaire is done. 

Let us not leave till all ourownebe wonne. 
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The Tragedy of Othello the <z5AT\ oore 

of Venice. 

Enter lago zndRoderigo* 

■^ed. Vfh; Neuertcllwie , I take it much vnkiodly 

jpj Jg^That thou who haft had my purfe, 
tfWart As if the ftrings were thine , fliould’ft know of this, 
fag. But you'le not heare me. 

If euer I did dreame offuch a matter , abhorreme. 

Rod. Thou toldfl: me, thou didft hold him inthy hate, 
lag. Dcfpife me it I doe not s three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt to him, and by the faith of man, 

I know my pace, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride and pnrpofes, 

Euades them, witha bumbatl circumftance. 

Horribly ftufit with Epithites of warre s 
Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was hef 
Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafiio , a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambtf in a faire wife. 

That neuer fet a fquadton in the field. 

Nor the diuifion of a Battell knowes. 

More then a Spinfter,vnle(Te the bookifh Theoriqtic ; 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofe 
As mafteriy as he : meere prattle without pra&ife, 

Is all his Souldier- Ihip : but he fir had the ele&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feene the proofe. 

At Rhodes , at Cipres , and on other grounds, 

Chriftn’d and Heathen, muft be be-leed and calm'd, 

By Debitor and Creditor,this Counter-Caller a 
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l The Tragedy of Othello 

He (in good time) mu ft his Leiutenant be, 

And I Sir (bleffe the marks) his Mooreflvps Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rather would h3ue bin his hangman. 
lag , But ther's no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affedion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the fit ft s 
Now fir be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to loue the Moore? 

Rod, I would not follow him then. 
lag . O. fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him, 

Wc cannot all be mailers, nor all mailers 
Cannot betruely followed, you {hall marke 
Many adutiousand knee-crooking knaue, 

Tisat (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage) 

Wcares out his time much like his matters Afle, 

For nought but proucnder, and when hce’s old caffiierd, 

W hip mee fuch honefc knaues ; 

Others there ate. 

Who trim’d in formes an .1 villages of duty. 

Keeps yet their hearts, amending ontHfemfdues, 

And throwing but (hewes of feruice on their Lords •; 

Doe well thriue by ’em, 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, 

Thofe feiloaes haac fome foule; .... * 

And {uchaonedoe I profeffe u*y fclfe, for fii , 

It is as fare as you are Rodorigo, 

Were 1 1 he Moore, I would not be Ugos 
In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, .. . 

For loue and duty , but feeming fo, for ray peculiar enu ; 

For when my out ward ad ion doth demonllrate 
The natiue ad, and figure of my heart, 
jq complement externe, tis not long alter, 

.. 



the Moore of Venice. 

But I will wear, my heart vpon my Oeme, ■ r. 

For Dawes cop--’ 

I am not what f 
Rod. What a 

I f he can carry ’t 

lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfe him, make after him, poyfonhis delight 

Proc’aime him in the ftreer, incenfe herKinfmen 
And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy 
Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofe (ome colour. 

Rod, Here is her fathers houle, lie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell 
As when by night and negligence, the fire * 

Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, B rabantio , Seignior Brabantio i ho. 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabant io, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Leoke to your houfc, your Daughter, and your bags, 
Theeues, theeues, ba 



eckeat, ....... ... . . . 

am. 

full fortune, does the thicklips owe, 

■thus? 






^ Brabantio at a V/ittdoVo. \ 

Bra. W hat is the re a (on of this ten ible fummoris ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Are your dooreslockt? 

“Bra. Why wherefore askeyeu this? 
fag Sir you are robd, for fhame put on your gowne. 
Your heart is burft. you haue loft lialfe your foule ] 

Euen now, very now, an old blaeke Rati) 

Is tupping your white Ewe ; arile,arife, 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 

Or edfe the Diuell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 
Bra. What, haue ytm loft your wits? 

Rod, Moft reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice ? 
Bra. No: I, what are you? 

Rod, My name is Rodtrigo. 

‘ r as: 
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a The Tragedy 0/ Othello 

'Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores. 

In honeft plamencfle, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now m madnes. 

Being full offaoper.and diftempertng draughts, 

Vpon malicious braucry,doft thou come 
Toftart roy quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

•Bra. But thou muft needs be lure 

My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee, 

frobbingHhisW 

My houfe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moft grau e Brabant* , 

In fimp’e andpurefoule I come toy • wi ,j not .f crue God, if the 
forCoufens and Gennets for Germans. 

f‘-U^ZTZ7c^T^ youttogto, aoltte 

Moofe /atenow making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thouartavillame. 

Ug . You are * Senator. the€ 

a 

lPt be y® ur . p ? J^jg-f^tvour fair, dalghter 

To the groft cla ^P c *° and your allowance. 

If this be knowne ,o y J . (awey wrongs? 

Wee then haue doneyoubdd 

But if you know not this, my heleeue 






the Moore of Venice,- 

That from the feufe of alciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 
Your daughter (ifyou haue not giaen her leaue 
I fay againe) hath made agraffe reuolr. 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an extrauagantand wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight farisfie your felfe 
If lhe be in her chamber, or your houfe 
Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the Rate! 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Gine me a taper, call vp all my people • 

This accident is not vnlike roy dreame,* 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already 
Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholcfome to my place 
To be produc’d (as if I ftay I lhall,) 

Againfi the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How eucr this may gaule him with fome checke) 
Cannot withfafety caft him, for hee’s imbark’d. 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, * 
(Which euen now Hands in ad) that for their foules \ 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufineffe, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Yet for necefiity of prefent life, 

I mu ft fliew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find him 
Lead to the Sagitcary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit* 

'Enter Brabantio tn his nightgome, and forums 
mthT orches. 

Bra. If is too true an euill, gone (he is, 

And what’s to come of my defpifed time, 
nought but bitterneffe now Redtrigo, 
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6 The Tragedy of Othello 

Where didfl thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle ! 

With the Moore faift thou ? who would be a father t 
How didti thou know twas (he ? (O {he deceiues me 
Psft thought,) what faid ihe to you ? get more tapers, 

Ra ife all my kindred, are they married thinke you ? 

Rod. Truely I thinke they are. . , 

Bra. O heauchjhow got {he out ? O treafon of the bloods 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters minaes, 

By what you fee them aft i is there, not charmes, 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus’d f have you not &mRodengo y 

Offomefuch thing. , : ' 

Rod Yes fir I haue indeed- ,, 

Call vp'my Brother : O would you had had her. 

Some one way, feme another ; doeyoutoo^ 

Where we may apprehend her , and the Moor 
5" Stoke lean difcouer him, ,f you pieafe 
To get good guard, and go; along With mee. 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at enery r.oufe lie call, 

I may command at moil : gee weapons uo. 

And raife fome fpeciall Officers ofmig- • 

On good Rodsrigo t lie defers® yom.p- y 

Enter Othello, lago, and attendants 
Iat. Tho in the trade of war. re, I haue flame men. 

Yet doe 1 hold it very 

To doe no contriu’d raurther ; I lac^e f ni fl , l > _ 

So netimesto doe me ieruiceT;nme.o^en times,. 

I had thought to haue idek’d htni here, 

Vndercheribbes. . . . H ' 

Oth Tis better asters, ;i; -• .:«n ..r - *• 

That the Magnifico is much baoueo, , . . , 

Arid hath in his dfcft, a voyce * ©wjjwI* x 

V • » * T 
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the TAToore ^Venice. 

As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reflraint, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inforce it on,) 

Week giuc him clble. 

Oth. Let himdoe hisfpite. 

My feruices which I haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out- tongue his complaints, cis y et to know. 

Which when I know that boafling is 3n honour, 

I (hall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneted as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know Jago, 

But that I loue the gentle DtfdemoM t 
I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth. Enter Caflio With lights. Officers, 

But looke what lights come yonder? and torches , 

Jag. Thefc are the raifed Father and his friends. 

You were beft go in. 

Oth. Not I, I muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfe<ft foule, 

Shall manifcfl my right by : is it they ? 

Jag. By Janml thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants ofthe Duke, and my Leiutenant? 

The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends,) 

What is the newes ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-haft appearance, 
Euenontheinftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you? 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as I may diuine. 

It is a bufineffe of fome heate, the Galley es ) 

Haue fent a dozen fequent meflengers 
This very night one atanothers heeles s 
And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met. 

Are at the Dukes already jyou hade bin hotly cald for. 

When fedng not at your lodging to be found, 

The Senate fent aboue three feuerall quefts 

B 
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Tofrarchyouout. t j: . 

Oth. Tis well lam found byyou^. 

I will but fpend a word here in-the houfe, and goe with you. . . . • 

Caf A uncient, what makes he here ? 

U Faith he to night, hath boorded £ land Carriaft, . , r> 

3f it prooue lawfull prize, hec’a made for euer« 
ffaf I doeootvnderftand* 
la Hec’s married, 

Caf To whom. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and othm whh lights - 
and Weapons. , 

la. Marry to— Come Captains* willy ou goe? 

Oth. Ha’ with you. • o 

Caf. H ere comes another troupe to feeke for you, 

la. It is Brabantio, Generali be aduifdc, 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth , Holla, ftand there.; 

Bod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

lag. You Roderigo, corae-fir, Tam for you. 

Oth. Ketpc vp your bright, fwords. for the dewwill ruft em. 
Good Seignior you (hall more command with yeares. . . •, ; , - ' 
Then with your weapons. , 

'Bra. O thou foule ffteefo \ *.' 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchanteaher, .r ; ; 

For He referre me to alt things of fenfet- j>:«C ... 

(Iflhe in chainesofmagick were not bound) n;; u . ;. v „-r; . 

Whether a maidefo tender, faire, and happya J.nisilj .on.- .1 

So oppofite to marriage, that (he (bpntf 

The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, 

Would euer haue (to incuqre a general mocked , 

Runne from her gardage to theiooty bofome 
O f fuch a thing as thou ? to feare, not to delight : 

Iudge me the world, if c’is no: grofle in fenfe, 

Thar thou haft pra&ifd on her with foule charities, 

Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals;, 

That weakens motion tltahaue'c difputed 03 5 » ^ ^ 



1 the <i%foore of Venice, 

Tis portable and palpable to thinking; 

J therefore apprehend and doe attach thee, 

For an abufer of the world, a pra&fer 
Ol Arts inhibited, and out of warrant. 

Lay hold vpon him, if he doe relift. 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft : 

Were it my cue to fight, I fhould haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe, 

To anfvere this y our charge ? 

Bra. To prifon, till fit time 
Of Law, and courfc of direct Selfion 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 

Vponfome pretent bufinefle of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer . Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

TheDuke’s in Councell, and your noble felfe, 

I amfure isfentfor. 

'Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the night f bring him away ; 

Mine’s notan idle caufc: the Duke himlelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers of the Stare, 

Cannot but fcele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For iffuchaftions, may haue paflage free, 
Bondllaucs,and Pagans fhal our Statefmen be. Exeunt. 

'•? • ,1 W . ... •- - Y 

Enter Duke and Senators , fet at a T able, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no compofition inthefe new es, 

That giucs them credit. 

1 Sena. Indeed they arc difproportioned. 

My letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Gallies, 

Dm. and mine an hundred and forty, 
a Sen. And mine two hundred..- 
/* Bs 
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to v foe'l ragedy of Otliello 

But though they iumpe not on aiuft account, ; r. ?V 

(As in thefe cafes, where they a/me reports, c'\.-vs :f 

Tis oft with difference,) yet doe they alLconfirmc , 

A Turkifh fleet, and bearing vptoGipfes. \i 

Du. play, it is poflible enoughto iudgement .* : . , r : 

X doe not fo fecure roe to the error. 

But the mayne Article I doe approue 
In fcarefull fenfe Enter A i&ieflengeri :< 

One within. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

Officer. A meffenger from the Galleys, 
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2?« . Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sailor. The T urktjh preparation makes for Rohdes, 
So was I bid report here to the State, by Signior Angel*. 
Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena This cannot be by no affay of reafon— 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepe vs in falfe gaze : when we confider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the T urke : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand. 

That as it more concernes the T«^then^W#, 

So may he with more facile queftion bcare it. 

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks th’sbilities 

Thac Rhodes is dreft in : if wentake thought of this. 

We muft not thinke the Turks is fo vmkilfuli. 

To leaue thatlateft which oncerneshun fuff; 
Neglcding an attempt of eafeandgaine. 

To wake and wage a danger profitleffe. 

Du. Nay, in allconfidence lice’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is pi, ore newes. £ nter a 2 Meffenger 

Mef. The Ottomites, reuerend and gratious. 
Steering with due couvfe,towardrhe- lfle of Rhodes, 
Haue there inioy nted them with an afeer fieete, 

I Sena. I, fo I thought, how many, as youguefle. 
tjMef. Of 50. fails, and now they doe refterne 
Their backward courfe, bearing withfranke appearanct 
Their purpofestowarcs Cyprus : Seigoior eJMentane , 
Your trufty and moft valiant feruitor. 
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the Moore of Venice. 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to belceue him. 

Du. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
c Marcus Luccicos is not he in townc f 

I Sena. Hce’s now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs to him poft, poft haft difpatch. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo,Iago, Calfio, 
Defdcmona, and Officers. 

1 Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 

Du. V aliant Othello, we muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the generall enemy Ottoman } 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

"Bra. So did 1 yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed, not doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, for my particular griefe. 

Is offo floodgate andorebearing nature, 

That it engluts and fwallows other forrowes. 

And it is ftill it felfe. 

Du. Why, whats the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

AH. Dead? 

Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted. 

By fpels and medicines, bought of MounceTianckcs, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus be guild your daughter of her felfe. 

And vou of her, rhe bloody booke of Law, 

You (hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After icsowne fenfe, yeatho our proper fonne 
Stood in your aftir-n. 

Era. Humbly I thankc your Grace ; 

£3 V. ... 
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Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

All. Weare very forry for’e. 

Du. What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 

2 Ira. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 

My very noble and approou’d good Matters j 
That I haue tane away this old mans daughter. 

It is mod true ; true, I haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude 1 am in my fpeacbj s 
And little bleft with the fet phrafe of peace, 

For fioce thefe armes of mine hadfeuen yeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deare ft ad ion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I fpeake, 

M are then pertaines to fcates ofbroyles, and battaile. 

And therefore little fhali I grace my caufe, 

Infpeaking for my felfe ; yet by your gratious patience, 

I would a round vorau idl’d tale deliuer , 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what chartnes. 

What coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 

{For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall :) 

I wonne his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold, 

Offpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
B'ufht at her felfe : and ftie in fpighc of nature* 

Of yeares, of Countrcy, credit, euery thing. 

To fall in loue with what fhe fear’d tolooke on ? 

It is a judgement maimd, and moft imperfed. 

That will concede , per fed ion fo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, and moft bedriuen 
To findout pradifes of cunning hell, 

W hy this ftiould be, t therefore vouch aga me, ' 

That with fome mixtures powerfullore the bloodj 
Or with fome dram coniur'd to this effed, 

He wrought vpon her . 



the Moore of Venice'. 

JD«. To vouch this is no proofs. 

Without more certaine and more onert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods. 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him. 

i Sena. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indired and forced courfes, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affedions ? 

Or came it by requeft, and fuch faire qaeftion* 

As foule to foulc affordeth b 

Oth. I doe befeechyou, 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father-} 

I fy ou doe finde me foule in her report. 

The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you. 

Not onely takeaway, but let your fentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

T)u. Fetch DtfdeiHQm hither. Exeunt tVco or thrm 

Oth. Ancient condud them, you beft know the place $ 

And till fhe come, as truely as to heauen 
I doe confcffe the vices of my bloud. 

So iuftly to your graue eares lie prefent. 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her fatherloued me; ofc inuited me,.. 

Still quettioned me the ftory of my life. 

From yeare to yeare,the battaiics,feiges, fortunes; 

That I haue pift : 

I ran it through, euen from my boyifli day es, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it s 
Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accidents, by flood and field j 
Ofhaire-breadth fcapes ith’ imminent deadly breach,* 

Of being taken by the infolent foe. 

And fold to flaucry j of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauells biftorie ; 

Wherein of Antars vaft, and Dcfarts idle. 

Rough quarieg, rockes and hils, whofe heads touch heauen^ 





!fEJc 3 J~dfEJ?Jdl 




*4. The Tragedy o^Othello 

It was my hlnttofpeabe,fuchwas my proctfle : 

And of the Cannibals , chat each other eate ; 

The tsfnthropophajrie, and men whofe heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders chefe to heare, 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline ; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 
Which euer as (he could with haft dil patch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difcourfe ; which l obferuing, 

Tooke onee a plyant houre, and found good raeanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earned h.art, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcells (he had fomething heard, 

But not intentiuely,I did content, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When I did fpeake of fome diftresfull ftroake 
That my youth fuffered : my (lory being done ; 

She gaue me for my paincs a world of figbes ; 

She fwore 1 faith twas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange $ 
Twas pittifulL twas wonderous prttifull ; 

She wilht (be had not heard it, yet (lie wilht 

That heauen had made her fuch a man : (he thanked me, 
And bad me if l had a friend that loued her, 

I (bould but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her- V pon this he ate j fpake • 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And Ilou’dher that (be did pitcy them. 

Thisondy is the witchcraft I haue vs’dt 
Here comes the Lady, 
letherwitneffcit. 

, v‘; - . •« - 'ib 1 ' 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, and the rejt. 

Du. I rhinke this tale would win my daughter to s-- 
Good 'Brabant io,x ake vp this mangled matter at the belt. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands’ 

‘Bra. I pray you heare Her fpeake* 

If (be confeffe that (be was halte the wooer, 
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tbe <T\Toore of Venice. 

Deftrudtion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefle i 
Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 

Where raoft you owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a dcuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education t 
My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refped you, you arethe Lordof duty 
lam hitherto your daughter, But heere’s my husband s 
And fo much outy as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge, that I may proftfle 
Due to the Moore my Lord. ‘ 

"Bra. Godbu’y, I ha done s 
Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires 
I had rather to adopt a child then get it j 
Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (Icwell ) 

I am glad at (oule, I hauc no other childc. 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on era, I haue done my Lord. 

Let me (p ea b e like y° ur fclfe,and lay a fentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fsuoun 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended 
By feeing the word, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on :* 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes, 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d that fmiles, (leaks fomething from the thiefe. 
He robs himfelfejthat fpends a bootelefTe griefe. 

So l et the T ttrke, of Cyprus vs beguile, 

We lofc it not fo long as we can fir.ile ; 

He beares the fentence well that nothing beares, 
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! (5 The Tragedy of O tli e!Io 

But the free comfort, which from thence he hearts : 

But he beares both the fontence and the forrow, 

That to pay griefc,nnuft of poorc patience borrow. 

Thefe fencences to fugar , or to gall. 

Being ft tong on both fides,are equruocall : 

Rut words are words, I neuer yec _did hear f* . _ 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the eare. 

OMo the fortitude of the place, is beft knownc to you,and tho we 
u 1’ V C Snhftfcnte of moft allowed fufficiency ,y at opinion, a fo- 

haue there aSobft throwcS a more fafer voyce on you} yon 

with this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant cuftome,moft graue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and ftede °£^^ e * 

My thrice-driuen bed of downe 1 1 doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardne(le,and doe v.ndertake. 

This orefent watte, againftshc QttomHmv 

I craue fit difpofuion for my wife, . 

Due reference of place and exhibition, 

With fuch accomodation and before. 

As leuels with her breeding- ■ • , 

D»- If yo U p!«fe 

Stf Nor 1 j I woiil notthere ret!*. 

To put my father in impatient 

Ey being ’in his ey c : moil Stactoua Duke, 

To my vnfoldinglend-a gracious eare, 

IS me find W« in, outvote, 

T’afsift my fimplenefle — r , ? 

Dh W hat would y ou D efdewona . • . 

eu« 








t he <dy\T oore of Vcn ice. 

Euen to the very qualitie of my Lord : 

1 f iw Otloettoes vifage in his minde. 

And to his Honors, and his valiant parts 
Did I my foulcand fortunes confecrace. 

So that deare Lords, if I be left behinde, 

A Moth of peace, and he goe to the warre. 

The rites for which I louebim,are bereft me, 

And I a heauy interim (hall lupport. 

By his deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

Oth. Your voy ces Lords : befetoh y ou let her will 
Hauea free way : 

Vouch with me heauen, I there fore beg it not 
T o pleafe the palatof my appetite, 

No> to comply with heate, the young affe&s 
In my defundt, and proper fatisfadion. 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind 

And heauen defend your good foules that you thinke 

I will your ferious and good bufineffe foam, 

Forfhe is with me; — no, when ligiitwingd toyes, 
And feather'd C upid foy les with wanton culneffe. 
My fpeculatiueanda&iue inlfrumcnts, 

That my difports.corrupt and taint my bufineffe. 

Let hufwiues make a skelU t of my Helme, 

And all indigne and bafeaduerfities. 

Make head again# my reputation. 

Du. Be ic,as you fhal) priuately determine, 

Ey ther for her ftay or geing,the affaire cry es haft. 
And fpeed mu ft an r were,vou muft hence to night. 

"Def. T o night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. Oth. With all my heart* 

Du. At nine i*ch morning here u eel meet againe. 
Othello, leaue fome officer behind, 

And he fhill our Commiflion bring to you, 

W it hfi.ch things elfo of quality and refped, 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty andtruft, 

To his conueyai,ce I afsigne my wife, 

<2 Cl 
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i k The Tragedy of Othello 

With what elfc needefull your good Grace (ball thinke. 

To be Cent after me. 

Du. Let it be fo : , . . 

Good night to euery one, and noble Seignior, 

Ifvertue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacbe. 
i Sena. Adieu braue Moore, vfe Defdemona well. 

B ra . Looke to her Moore,it thou haft eyes to fce. 

She has deceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exeunt. 

Oth , My life vpon her faith. Honeft/<*^, 

My Defdemona muft i lcauetothee, 

I prcthec let thy w ife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the be ft aoiantage ; 

Come Defdemona, 1 haue but an houre 
Of loue, of worldly matters anddireaion, 

lag! What faift thou nob L heart ? 

Rod. What will I doe thinkft thou r 
fag. Why gos to bed and fteepe. 

Rod I will incontinently drownemy felte* 

Ug Well, if thou doeft, l fhallneuer loue thee after it> 

H- ° vll hS Lid diftElh bernw* a tod an 

uenyearcs, and fines Ico k » hourloloue bimfiUe : ere I 

* 00 * 0 , * 0,1 

but it is not in my vercue an1 ^. ' C ’ t > nac wee arc thus, or thus, 
/-* Virtue, 

our bodies are gardens, t . ^ weed vp -j j me . 

jf we willptantNcttles/>r(^wce,l«^^ ^ ^ many . ei _ 

fupply it with one gende^f > raanul >d with induftry, why 

ther to haue it fternll w th idleneAe or man if the 

t he power,aad corrigible authority oi tins, ucs in out 
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ballance ofourliues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another o ^ 

fenfuality; the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would condud 
vs to moft preposterous conclusions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
our raging motions, our carnall ftings, our vnbitted lufts ; whereof 
I take this, that you call louc to be a feft, or fyen. 

Rod . It cannot be. 

Jag It is meerely a luft of the b!ood,and a permiflion of the will; 
Gome, be a man; drownethy feife? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies : I profefle me tby friend, and I confcfle me knit to thy defer - 
uing, with cables of perdurable toug'inefle ; I could neuer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard j I fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona (hould long continue her loue 
vnto the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,— nor he his to her; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou (halt fee an anfwerablefe- 
queftration : put but money in thy paife.— -Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills; — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as luihious as Locufts,(hali be to him fliortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida ; She muft change for youth fwhen (lice is fated with 
his body, (hee will finde the error of her choice; (h?e muft haue 
change, fhe muft. Therefore put money in thy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy feife, doe it a more delicate way then drowning ; 
make all the money thou canft. If fan&imony, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fuper-fubtle Venetian, be not too hard 
for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her ; therefore 
make money, — a pox a drowning, tis cieane out of the way ; feeke 
thou rather to be hang’d in compafsmg thy ioy, then to be drowned, 
and goe without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou he faftto my hopes, if I depend on the iffue? 

lag. Thou art fare of me — goe, make money — 1 haue told thee 
often, and I tell thee againe, andagaine, I hate the Moore, my caufe 
is hearted, thine has no lefle reafon, let vs be coniur.ftiue in our re- 
uenge against him : If thou canft cuckold him, thou dodt chv feife * 
pleafure,mea fpoit. There are many euents inihewombeof Time, 
which will be ddiuered. Trauerfe, goe, prouide thy money,we will 
haue more of this to morrow, adieu. 

Rod, Where (hall we meet i’ch morning ? 

lag. At my lodging, 

Cj, Rod. 
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20 The Tragedy o/' Othello 

Rod. Hebe with thee betimes. 

lag Go to,f irewelh — doe you heare Rodcrigo} 

Rod. What fay you ? 

lag. olo .Viore of drowning^oe you heare ? 

Rod. I a n chang’d, He goe fell all my land. 

Exit Roderigo. 

lag Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfe j 
For l mine o vne gain'd knowledge ffiould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuch a fnipe, 

Buc for try fport and profit: ! hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that twixt m/ (neetes 
Ha’s Jonc my office ; I know not,if’c be true — « 

Yet I for mcere fufpicion in that kind, 

W tlld.je as if f.-r furety : he holds me well, 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cap to' s a proper man, kerne fee now. 

To ^et this p! c ?,and co plu r e vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let rr.e fee. 

After fome time, to abuf Othefloe’s eare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a pt rfonandafmoothdifp jfe, 

To be fivp fl-ed, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thmkes men honcft»that but feemes to be for 
And will as tenderly be led bith’ nofc — as AfTes are : 

3 ha’r, it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Muft bring thismonftrous birth to the worlds light. Exit. 

Jehu 2 . Scam i. 

Enter Montanio, Gouernor c/Cyprus, ttfrfc 
tVro other Gentlemen. 

Jin ontanio. 

*r T\ rH at from the Cape can y ou dilcerne at Sea ? 

V V i Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood, 

I cannot twixt the heauenandthe mayne 

DUciyaiailc. ~s Mon. 
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tJMon. Me thinkes the wind does fpcake aloud at land; 
A fuller blaft nere fliooke our battlements : 

If it ha tuffiand fo vpon the fea, 

W hat ribbes of Oake, when mountaine melt on t hem. 
Can hold the morties, — What fhall we heare of chis? 

a Gent. A fegregation of the T crkijh fleete : 

For doe but (land vpun the foaming Ohore, 

The eluding billowes feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The wind ffiak’d furge,with high andmooftrous mayne^ 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 

And quench the guards of ch’euer fired pole, 

I ncuer did like molcftaeion view. 

On the enchafed flood. 

on. If that the T urkijb Fleete 
Be not inlbe'ter’d.and embayed, they are drown’d. 

It is impofsible to beare it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. Newes Lads, your warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the T nrko. 

That their defigment halts : 

A Noble fhippe of Venice, 

Hath feene a grieuous wrackeand fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleete. 

Mon. How, is this true ? 

3 (Jen Tne fhippe is here pat in ; 

A V eroneffa, Michael Cafsio, 
leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come a ffiore : the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Commifsion here for Cypiue. 

Mon. I am gladon’t, tis a worthy Gouernour.' 

3 Gen. But this fame (/tfiiojtfoo hefpeake ofcomforSj 7 
Touching the. T nrhjh lo(Te,yet he lookes fadly , 

And pray es the Moore be fafe,for they were parted. 

With foule and violent Tempeft. 

M on. i-’ra heauen he be : 

For i haue feru’d him,and the man command? r y 

Like a full Soldier : 
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21 The Tragedy of Othello 

As well to fee the veflell thats come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayre all blue, 

An indiftindt regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let’s doe (b. 

For tuery minute is expectancy 
Ofmorearriuance. Enter CafTio* 

Caf. Thankes to the valiantof this Ifle, 

That fo approuc the Moore, and let the heaucfis 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 
oJMon. Is he well Ihipt ? 

Caf. His Earke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilote 
Of very expert and approu’d allo wance, 

Therefore my hope's (not furfetted to death ) 

Stand in bold cure Snter a zJZfe finger, 

Mef A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. Whatnoyfef 

Mef The Towne is empty, on the brow o*th fea. 
Stands ranckes oi people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hope s doe fliape him for the gooernemeut. 
a Gen. They doe difeharge the Ihot of courtefie, 
Our friend at leaft. A fhot. 

(faf I pray you fir goe forth 
And giuc vs truth, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. 1 lhall. Sxit. 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d? 
Caf. Mod fortunately, he hath atchit u’d a maide. 
That parragons defeription, and wild fame $ 

One that excells the quirkesof blafoning pens } 

And in the cflcntiallvtftureofcreation. 

Does beare an exce llency : — now, who has put in? 

Enter 2 Gentleman . 

a Gent. Tis one I ago. Ancient to the Generali j 
He has had moft fauourable and happy fpeedc. 

Temped s themfelucs, high feas, and houhng winds* 

The guttered rockes, and congregated fands, 

Ti aicors enfteep’d, to clog the guiltlefie Keels, 




the tSKfooreof Venice. 

As hauing fenfc of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 
The diuine Defdemona , 

M on. W hat is (he ? 

Caf. Shethatlfpakeof, our great Captaincs Captaine, 
Left in the conduct of the bold Iag$ % 

Whofe footing hcere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennighes fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powerfull breath 
That he may bleffe this Bay with his rail (hippe, 

And fwifcly come to Defdemona’ s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Emilia, and Roderigo. 
Giue renewd fire. 

To our extin&ed fpirirs : 

And bring all Cyprus comfort,- — O behold 
The riches of the (hip is come on (hore. 

Ye men o r Cyprus, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady s and the grace of heauen. 

Before, behinde thee.and on euery handy 
Enwheele thee round. 

Def. I thanke y ou valiant fifsio : 

What tidings can you tell me of any Lord ? 

faf He is not yet arriued,nor know 1 ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be Ihortly heere. 

Def. O but I fcare t — how loft you company? 

[yeithin ] J faile, a faile, 
Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Farted our fellow Ihip : bur harke a faile. 

a Gent. They giue their greeting to the Citadell, 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Mifireffe, 

Let it nor gall your patience, good Dgo, 

That T cx-cnd my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold (hew of courtefie. 

la? . Sir. would (he giueyou fo much ofher lips. 

As of her tongue Ihc haSbeftowed on me, 

D 
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You’d baue enough. 

Def Alas ! fhe has no fpeach. 

Jag. In faith too much : 

I find it ftill, for when I ha leaue to flee pe, 
Mary,beforeyourLadi(hip I grant. 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

Em, You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on, come on, you are Pictures out of dores e- 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins i 
Saints in your injuries : Diuells being offended ; 

Plavers in your houfewifery; and houfirwiues in your beds. 
Def, O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay, it is true, or elfe I am a T urkg. 

You rife ro play, and goe to bed to worke. 

Em. You Hull not write my praife. 

Jag. Nojletmenot. . 

Def. W hat wouldft thou write of me. 

If thou fbouldfi: praife me ? . 

fag. O gentle Lady, doe not put me to’t. 

For 1 am nothing, if not critical!. 

Def. Comeon,afiay — there’s. one gontothe Harbor? 
Jag. I Madam. 

* Def I am not merry. But I doe beguile. 

The thing ! am, by feemirig ptherwifc j 
Come, how wouldlt | ho'J pra.ife me ? 

fag. Bam about if, but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate,as birdlime does from freeze, 

It plucks our braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus Are is delivered :. . . 

If fie be fair c and tit fs, fair cue ffe and Wit ; 
fhe one's for vfe, the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well prais’d : how if (lie be black and witty ?. 

Iatr Jffhe be black*, and thereto banc a nit, 

Sbe't a white, t bat fall her blachneffeftt. 

Def Wot te and worfe. 

Em. How if fair* and fool i fh ? 

la g . She nt m r ) 1 1 vtasfco hfh, t hat. rrasfatre 3 . 
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par esttn her folly kelpt her to an Heire. 

JP^ ™ cf !\ arc °^parodoxes,to nuke fooles laugh i*th Alehoufet 
Whit mrferable praifehaft thou for her, & 

That’s foule and foolifh? 

lag. T hire's none fo foule, and ftollfh thereunto. 

But does fouls prankes , which faire and Wife ones doe. 

De f °,. h f “y ignorance, that praifes rhe worft beft : but what 
praifi? conldft thou beftow on a d: feruing woman indeed ? one that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch ofverv 
malice irfelfc? 3 

lag. She that Was euerfaire, and ne tier proud. 

Had tongue at Will , and yet was ntuer lewd 
N tuer lackt gold , and yet went neutr gay, 

Fled from her wi(li, and yet faid, noW I may : 

She that being angred , her reuenge being nigh , 

"Bad her wrong ft ay, and her difpleafurefiyi; 

She that inwifedome ,neuer Was fofraile, 

T 0 change the Codfaadfor the Salmons taile .• 

She that could think* , and tie' re difclofe her minds „ 

SeeSuters following, and not looke behinde : 

She was a Wight, ( ifeucrfuch Wight Were,) 

Def. To doe wnat .<’ 

1 3g r 0 Jackie fooles, and chronicle f mg ll Beers „ 

Def. O molt lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emillia, tho he be thy husband : 

How fay yon Cafsio, is he not a laoft prophane and liberal 
Coumellour ? 

Caf. He fpeakes home Madam.you may rellith him 
More in the Souldiertheuio the Scholler. 

He takes her by the palmej I well fed, whifper; with as 
little a webbe as this, will I enfnare as great a Flie as Cafsio . I (mile 
vpon her, doe si will catch you in your own courtfhip : youfay true, 
tis fo indeed. If fuch rrickes as thefe ftrip you out of your Leiutc- 
nantry , it had been b. tter you had not rift your three fingers fo ofr 
wmch n 0 w againe, you are mod apt to play the fir in : very good 
well kilt,and excellent courrefie ; tis fo indeed : yet againe, your fin- 
gers at your lips? would they were Clifterpipes for your fake. — • 
Ihc Moore, l know his f rumpec. Trumpet within. 

D= Snter 
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Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Caf. Tis truely fo 

Def. Lets meet hi n, and r- ceiue him. 

Ctf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth O my fair? Warriour. 

T) f, My dearc Othello. 

Oth. It giu s me wonder, great as my eontcnt. 

To fee you here before me : O mv foules ioy, 

If af er euerv temped, co ne fuchcalmenefle. 

May the winds blow, till they haue wakened death; 

And let the labouring Barke dime hiUes of feas, 
Olympus high, and duck againe as low, 

As hall’s from heauen ; If it were now to dye, 

1’ were now to be moft happy, for I tearc 
My fou’c huh her content to abfolutc, 

That nor another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heautns forbid, ^ 

Bn rh it out loues and comforts (hould incrcak, 
Euen a? our dayes doe grow. 

Oth. Amen to that, tweet Powers: • 

I cannot fpcake enough ol this content. 

It ft ops me here, it is too much of ioy; 

And this, and chis.the greateft ducord be, kill . 
That ere onr hearts (lull make. 

Jar. C>, you are well tun d now, 

But flc fet downethe pegs, that makes this mufique. 

As honed as I am. 

Oth- dCome, let vs to the v alxlc s 
Ncwesfriends,oar wars are done, the Turks are dro 
How dos my old acquaintance of nis 
Unnv y ou (hall be wdl defir d in Cyprus; 

1 tune found great loue amongft them : O my fweet: 
I p attic out offafiaion,and 1 dote, • 

In -nine «M comforts : i prettae gooj 'V- 

Goe to the Bay.anddifimbarke my Gofers, 

Bung thou the Mafter to the Cu-adell : 

He is ?- S°od one 9 *nd his worthincl.e, 
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the M oore of Venice. i y 

Does challenge much refpeft: : come Defdemena, 

Once more well met at Cyprus . ' Exeunt. 

lag. Doe thou meet me pnfently at the Harbour s come hither. 
If thou bceft valiant, (as they fay, bafe men being in loue, bane then 
a Nobility in their natures, more then is natiueto them,) — lift me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard : firft I will 
tell thee this, Defdcmona, is direftly in loue with him. 

Rod. With him ? why tis not pofllble. 

lag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inftrufted : marke 
me, with what violence (he firft lou’d the Moore, but for bragging, 
and telling her fancafticaii lies; and will die loue him ftil! for pra- 
ting ? let not the difereet heart thinke it. Her eye muft be fed, and 
what delight (hill (he hauetolookc on the Diuell? Whenthe blood 
is made dull with tire aft of fport, there (hould be a game to inflame 
it,and giue faciery a frefir appetite. Louelincsin fauour,fyn-pathy 
in y cares, manners, and beauties; all which the Moore is d.ftftiue 
in : now for want of theft requir’d conueniences, her delicate ten- 
derndfe will find it kite abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelifh 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will intlruft her to it, andcom- 
pell her to fome lecond choyce : s ow fir, this granted, as it is moft: 
pregnant and vnforc^d policion, who (lands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this forrune , as Cafsio docs ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable, th n n putting cn tire metre forme of ciuill and hu- 
mane kerning, for the bi tter co npafsing of his fait and moQ hidden 
locfeafl ftions: A fub'.le flippery knaue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
tharhasan eye, can itanpe and counrcifeic adusntages, tho true 
adu nt g ncuer prefent it fdfe. Bclides, the knaue is handfome, 
yong and *at:r ail rhofe requifires in him that folly arid green mindes' 
looVc alter ; a pcftiknt compkat knaue, and the woman has found 
him already. 

Rod. i cannot bcleeue that in her, (bee's full of mod bleft con- 
dition. 

lag. 81. ft figs ends the wine (he drinks is made of grapes : if 
(he had been bleft, flic would neucr haue ou’dthe Moore. Didft 
thou not lee her paddle with the palme of his hind ? did’ft not marke 
that f 

Rod Ye but hat was but crimed:*. 

l‘\ I* Lechery, by this ban 1 : au Index and obfeure prologue t© 
^ D i the. 
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28 The Tragedy of Othello 

the hiftory , of Iu ft and foale thoughts : they met fo neere with their 
iipSjthac their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall the way ; hand at hand comes Rederigt, 
toe mailer and the maineexercife, the incorporate conclufion. but 
fir, be you rul’d by me, I haue brought you from Venice 5 wacch you 
to night, for com oand He lay’t vpon you , Cafe to knowes you 
not. He not be farrefrom you, due you finde fomcoccafion to anger 
Cafesio, either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his difeipline, or 
from what other courfe y ou plcafe j which the time (hall more fauo- 
rably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lag. Sir he is raffi,and very fuddaine in choler, and haply with his 
T runchen may ftrike at you ; prouoke him that he may, for euen out 
of that, will l crufethefe of Cyprus to mutiny, whofe qualification 
fhall come into no tructafte again’c,buc by the difplanting of Cafesio: 
So fhali you haue a fhorter iourney to your defircs, by the meanes I 
ihall chen haue to prefer them,& the impediment, molt profitably re- 
mou’d, without which there were no expc&ation of our profperity. 
Rod. I willdoe this, if l cm bring it toany opportunity. 
lag. 1 warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cncadelt ; I muft 
fetch his necelfariesa fhore. — Farewell. 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafesio loues hcr,I do well beleeue it 5 
That Ibe loues him. tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbe’e, that I inciure him nor. 

Is of a conftanc. nobie,louing nature ; 

And 1. dare thinke,het’ie prouc to Dffedemotta, 

A molt deere husband; now I doe loue her too, 

Not our of abfolute luft,(tho peraduenture, 

I ftandaccomptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge. 

For that I doe fqfpe& the lull full Moore, 

Harhleap’J into my.fear,rhe thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous mincrall gnaw nay inwards; 

And nothing can, nor {hall content my foule, 
fill 1 am euen’d with him.wife for wife; 

Dr failing fo, yet that l puc the Moore, 
it leaft, intoa iealGufie lo ftrong, 

* ' ^ That 










the Moore of Venice. 

That judgement can not cure ; which thing to doe. 

If this poorc trafh of Venice } whom I trace, 

For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting on, 
lie haue our tjdd ichacl Cafesio on the hip, 

Abufe him-to-the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafesio i with my night cap to) 

Make the Moore thanke rre,loue me, and reward me, 

For making him egregioufly an Afle, 

And pra&ifing vpon his peace and quiet, 

Euento madnelfe : — tis heere,but yet confus’d ; 

Xnaueries plaine face isneuer feene, till vs'd. 

Exit 

Enter Othello’s Heranld > reading a Proclamation. 

It is Othello's pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon 
certaine tidings nowarriued, importing the mccre p'erdition ofthe 
T arkifes Fleece ; chat euery man pat himfelfs into triumph ; fome to 
dance, fome make bonefit s ; each man to what fport and Reuels his 
adiidion leades him; for befidesthefe beneficial! nevves, it is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialls s So much was his pleafure Ihould be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are open, and there is full liberty, ftormhis ore- 
fenr houre offi.ie,tili the bell hath told elcuen. Heausn blelle the Hie 
of Cyprus } zad our noble Generali Othello. 

Enter Othello, Caffio, and Defderacna.- 

Oth. Good CMtchael looke you to the guard to night. 

Lets teach our fehies that honourable ldoppe. 

Not to outfport diferetion. 

Caf. I ago. hath dire&ion what to doe : 

Butnotwithftanding, withmy perfonalleys 
Will Hooke to it. 

Oth. I ago is moft honeft j 
Michael goodnight, to morrow with yourearlieft; 

Let me haue fpecch with you, come my dearc loue. 

The purchafe made, the fruits are to < nlue, 

That profits yet to come twixe me and you, 

Goodnight, Ex a Ot'e'Io WDefcemona; 

<<?• . Enter 
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30 The T) ragedy of O thello 

■Eiffrr I ago. 

Caf Welcome Jago, we mud to the watch. 

Not this houre Leiutenant, tis not yettenaclock : our Ge- 
ncraff caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona, who let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her $ 
and (he is fport for loue. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifite Lady. 
lag. And I le warrant he r full of game. 

Caf Indeed Ihe is a moft frelh ana delicate creature. 
fag What an eye (he has ? 

Me chinkes it founds a parly ©f prouocation. 

Caf. Aninuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft* 
lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. She is indeed perfe&ion. 

lag. Well, happineffe to their flieetes— come Leiutenant, I 
haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blackc 
Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good Ugo ; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking ; I could well wilhcourtelie would inuent fome 
other cuftomeof entertainemenr. 

lag, O they are our friends, — but one cup* He drinke for you. 
Caf I ha drunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunare in the infirmity, and dare not raske my weakenefle with any 
more. 

lag. What man, tis a night of Resells, the Gallants defire ic* 
Caf. Where are they ? 

lag. Here at the dore, I pray you call them in. 

Caf. lie do’r, but it difl ikes me. Exit . 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him, 

With rhat which he hath drunke to night already, 

Fee’! be as full ofquarrell and offence, 

As my young miitris dog: — Noy mw ficke foole Roderige, 

(Whom loue has turn'd ilmoft the wrong fide outward ) 

To Defdemona, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deeps, and hee’sto watch : 

Three Lads of Cjptus, noble fvvelling fpirits. 



the TMoore of Venice, y? 

(That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike file,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too: now mongft this flock of drunkards 
I am to pur our fafsio in fome ad ion, a 

That may offend the lflc j Enter Montanio.Cafllo 
But here they come s and otherJt s 

If confluence doe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate failcs freely, both with wind and ftreame. 

Caf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon, Good faith a little one not pad a P i nt 
As I am a Soldier. r 3 

lag. Some wine hoe: 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke, 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke : 

A Souldier's a man, a Itfes but 4 /pan , 

Why then let 4 Souldier drinke. ■ — Some wine boy CS. 

Caf Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag, I learn’d it in England, where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane. , and your fwag- bellied Hollar 
der, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englijh. 

Caf. Is your Enghjh man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with faci!lity,your Dane dead drunke : 
he Iweates not to oaerthrow your Almatne-, he giues your Hollands 
a vomit,ere the nexr pottle can be fildt 
Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. I am for it Leiutenant^and I will doe you iuftice. 
lag. O facet England, — 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere , 

H is breeches cofi him but a cro>kne y 
H c held \m fixpence all to deere , 

With that hecaldthe Taylor lowne y 
He Was a Wight of high renoWne , 
tHnd thou art but of low degree , 

Tis pride that puls the Countrey doWne, 

Then take thine auld cloke about tbee.—S onne wine ho. 

Caf Why, this is a more exquifite fong then the other. 

,J a £* WillyouJjcartag.n? 

^ E Caf. 
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Caf. No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place, that does thofe 
things well, Hcauen’a aboue all, and there bee foules that muft bee 
faued. 



lag. Itistruegooi Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the G enerall,nor any taara 
of quallity, I hope to be faued. 
lag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf I, but by your leaue, nor before me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient, Lei’s ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires z forgiue vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bufincfTe : 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now,l can Hand 
well enough, and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf Why very well then : you mutt not thinke then, that Lam 
drunke. Exit. 

tjMon. To the plotforme mailers. Come, let’s let the watch. 

7<j<r. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Sould ier fit to Hand by Cafr, 

And giue dire&ion : and doe butfee his vice ; 

Tis to his vertuc, a iuft equinox. 

The one as long as th’other : tis pitty of him , 

I feare the tm&Othetto put him in. 

On fomc odde time of his infirmity 
Will fhakethis Ifland. 

Men. But is he often thus. 
lag. Tia euerraore the Prologue to his fliepe s 
Het’ie watch the horolodge a double fet, 



Ifdrinke rocke not his cradle, . . 

Mon. T'tvere well the Generali were put an minde of it, 
perhaps he fees it not, or his goodnature 
praifes the vertucjfeat appeares in fife to. 

And iookes not on his euilis s is not this truer 

lav. How now Roderigo, Enter Roaetigo, 

I nrav you after the Leiutenant,goe. Exit Rod. 

Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a placets his owne fccond, . 

W ith one of an ingraft infirmity ' ^ 



to- 





the Moore of Venice. ^ 

It were an honeft a&ion to fay fo rothe Moore. ~ y 
Eag, Not I, for this faire Ifland : 

I doe iow Caff it well, and Would doc much,-'* ~~ Helpe, help t, within 
To cure himofthiseuill s but harke,what noyfe. ^ ^ 

Enter Cafsio, driving in Roderigo. - 

c a >" *ou rogue, you rafcall. 

Men. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

wicker botrte!”’ my ** 1 ** llefccsK th ‘ k<»« into a 

Rod. Beateme? 

Caf Doll thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf Let me goe fir,or lie knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke. 

Caf Drunke ? they fight. 

vt Ia&% A ,'Y a y 1 fa y»g° c our > and cry a mureny. c x - t R j 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s-will Gentlemen, R d * 

Helpeho, Leiutenant i Sir, Montanio, fir, 

Hclpe matters, heer’s a goodly watch indeed : A fan rhf . 

Who s that that rings the bell ? Diablo— ho 1 

The Towne will rife, fie.fic, Leiutenant, hold. 

You will be fliam’d for euer. 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with Weapons. 

Oth. What’s the matter heeref 

Mon. I bleed Hill, I am hurt to the death, he faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your Hues. 
lag. Hold,hoid Leiutenant, fir ^w^ww.Genclcraen 
Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty : 

H °^? e ,£ cn !: raI1 fpeakesto 3' ou i hold,hold,for flume. 

Uth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this 7 
Are we tur’nd T ttrkes, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has for bid the Ottamitcs : 

tot C briftian flumc.put by this barbarous brawle t 

He that ftirres next, to carue for his owne rage, ' 

Hows his fouls light, he dies vpon his motion i 

E a S?J 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Silence that dreadfull bell.it frights the I A? 

From her propriety : what’s the matter matters ? 

Honeft Jaw, that lookes dead with grieuing, 

Sneake who began this.on thy loue 1 charge thee. 

^ Iao. I do: not know, friends all but now.euen now* 
In quarter, and tn ternoes.like bride and groome, 
Deueftii g them to bed.and then but now, 

( ks if feme Planet had vnwuted men .) 

Swords out and tiltingone at others brcait. 

In oppofv ion bloody. I cannot fpea.ee 
Any beginning to this peeuiih odds ; 

And would in ad ion glorious, I had loft _ 

Thole leg cs.that brought me to a partot «• J ■ 
Oth. How came it Michael, you wetetl itus otgo 
Car. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeakc. _ 

Oth. Worthy to entanto, you were wont be ciuill. 
The grauity and ftilncfle of your youthj 
The world h th noted and your name is great, 

} n rnouchcs of wifett cenfure : what s the matter. 

That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 

Of all that 1 doe know, nor know l ° u §.' c _ 

B, « that’s faide or done atnifls this olgh. i 
Vnlefle (clfe-charity be fomeame a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a hone, 

When violence cflayles vs. 

Oth. Now by hcauen . 

My blood begins my fafer guides to rule , 

SdpSffionSumg my 

. o r doe but lift this arme,the beft of y ou 

Shall fmkc in my rebuke : &«« ■J“ t 
How this foulerout began, who let it on, 

Aod he that is apptoou’d in this o&n 3 
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Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth 
Shall loofe me } what, in a Tonne of warre * 

Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim full offeare 
To mannage pnuate anJdomeftike quarrells, * 

■■ 

Thou art nofoldier. . * 

la*. Touch me not fo neere 

S “ £* {“’*“» ^gu S cut of my mouth. 
Then it flnulddoe offence to Mchael Cafsio- 
Yeti perfwade my felfe to fpeakc the truth ’ 

ShaH nothing wrong him. -j fau* it is Generali 
Montana and my felfebeing in fpeccb 

An^r C r 11C / u fcl ! ow > c fying out for hclpe, 

And Cafsio following hi n with determin’d Ovord 

Toexecurevponhiaas.Jir.thisGemle.nan ’ 

Steps into Cafsio, and intrcates his paufe * 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue 

Left by his clamour,as itfo fell out, * 

The Towne might fall in fright : hefwife of fbote 

£® \[Tr n! ; and 1 returnd ^ ^thcr! 

For that I heard the chnke and fall of IVords ; 

An Cafsio high in oath, which till co night-, 

I ne re might lay before.* when f came bike, 

kor -thi* was briefe,i found them co fe together, 

At blo w and thruft.euen asagen they were 

T * hen >’ ou you felfe did part them. Y ’ 

More of this matter can I not report, 

Tho Cafno did f.me little wrong ro him 
As men m rage ftrike thofe that wilh them beft- , 
Yet fun ly fafsio, t beleeue rcceiu’d 
From him tuac fled/ome itrange indi-rdtv 

Wh.chp« B „cccould n otpafe = y> 

Oth. I know I ago. 

Thy honefty and loue doth mince this matter. 

^ E|. 
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j ^ ‘T he tragedy of Othello 

Making it light to Cafio : Cafio, I lone thee. 

But neuer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my gentle loue be not rais d vp s 
Enter Defdemona, pnh ethers* 

I-le make thee an example. 

<Bef. What’s the matter? _ ' 

Oth. All’s well now fweettng : 

Come away tobed: fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgeon i^ade him oft , 

Ugo , looke with care about the Town-, 

And filenee thofe.whom this vile braule diftraaed. 

Caf J,paft all forgery. 

lag. Mary Heauen forbi • , „ reputation: 

Caf Reputation,reputanon,ohIbaloit y P 

1 ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe, # 
iS wtaremaincs tsbeftiaU, my reputatton, 

I ago, toy reputation. . h£ ou had receiu’d fome bo- 

74?. As l am an honeft man, I S " ^ ifl deputation t re- 
dily wound, then is more offence inth«. then u> ^ 

p. nation is an idle and moft reputation at ail, vn- 

Jnd loft without dcfttm^ You hauc lo« £ ^ 

EJaSXS^gg',’ to affright an imperious Lyons (be to 

him againe, and he’s yours. , n to deceiue fo good a 

Cat I will rather ffie to be defpivd, an officer . 

Commander, with fo hg' t, o ^le, fwagger, fweare ? atid_ 

Drunke? and fpeake parra IddowO thou muifible fpiritof 

difeourfe fuftian with ones o by^kt vs call thee D iueH. 

What had he done to you? 

Caf 1 know not. - % H' 
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Iftpofsible ? 

quarrel) I hn7nnii, er * ®C thiogt, hut nothing diftin&ly ; a 
° ut nothing wherefore. O that men Ihould put an enerov 

withioy m mSrDWr ftealC T ay , th f br£ines i *>? vee ihould 
Sesf’ * ? mC> andapplaufe = Wnsformeour feluesinto 

couefed? V h>> butyou arenow well enough : how cameyou thusrer 

A»ndf lE t 2dl P Ieas,<3t hedeuiU drunkenneffe, to giue place to** 

fliewes me another, wmale 4 

lag. Come, you are roo feuere a morraler ; as the time rh» nU^ 

feu ! '° bc ’ ,0 "‘ !i "' iblc “ttn, by and by a foole.a^pS. 
adiuelL^ ‘ "‘" r mordlMK ™?pe is vnbkft.and the ingtedsence is 

ffCF 011e t’ ^ ome ’ S°° d w * ne is 3 good familiar creature if it be 

Of. I haue well approou’d it fir,— I dmnke ? 

l/S, *±» ^ time nran : 

Ge nerali , 1 may fay fo in this re/peft, for SSasXooIeeS 5? 
ticn vp hiatfclfc to the contemplation, tnarke and denotement of her 

jee II tielpe to put you in your place againe • fhe is fo fr ep fo v: a 3 
fo ap, r„ bleffed a difpoftL, that Ibe 

rCqudtcJ - This ^oken ioynt betweene 
you and her husband, intreat her to fplintcr,and my fortunes aeainft' 

this c,Jckcof y 0 “t loue (hall gto. ftro 8 ngcr 
Caf. You aduife me welf. 

cir ! Slfir n f thc f WKri X of . Ioue and honeft ^ndnefle. 

rfy- ithinkeu freely, and betimes in the morning will I be-' 
_ecch the vertuous Dtfdemona, to vndertake for rae j lam defperate 

cf t 
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of my fortunes, if they check e me here. 

lag You are in the right: r ' 

Good night Leiutena'nc,! muft to the watch. 

Caf. Good night honeft [ago. Exit, 

fag. And wlut’s he th< n.that fayes I play the viliaine, 

Whi n this adnice is free I giue,an<3 honeft. 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moll eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

In any honeft (uite (lie’s fram’d as fruitful}, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer t to renounce hisbaptiftne. 

All feales and fy mbols of redeemed fin, 

His foule is (o lnfetter’d to her ioue, 

Th3t {he may make,vnmake,dos what {he lift, 

Euenasher appetite (hall play the god 

With his weakefun&ion. how am I then a vrillame. 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfe, 

Directly to his good ? diuinity of hell. 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on, 

They d ie fuggeft at firft with heaucnly (hewes. 

As 1 doe now j for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, , 

And (he for him,pleades ftrongly to the Moore ; 

He poure this peftilence into his t are. 

That {he rt peaks h’tn for her bodies lu ft ; 

And by- how much {he ftriues to doe him good. 

She (hall vnd e her cred.t withthe Moore; 

So will I tui ne her vertuc into pitch. 

And out of her own; goodnelfe,inake the net 
That {hall enmefti them ali: Enter Rodcrigo. 

H< Sf ^f^herci^^.nodikol.onndtohun.sM 
one that filles vp the cry: my money isalmoftfpent,I habmtonight 
°"“dir Sly Si mdgelM I thinkc the blue will be, I (hall taut Co 
much experience tor n>v paines, anafono mony at all, ana wnna 

little mote wiireturne to femce. . . 

' lag, How poors aie they, that haue not Patience 



A ndw itdepends C 1 atory'ti m e ^ ^ * ***** 

has beaten thee 

And thou,by that fmall hur^haftcalheir'dc,/^ 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun ^ * 

Yet fruites that blofome firft, will fir&Ll • 

Content thy felfc a while ?• " pe 5 • 

Pleafure,and adion,make the houresfeemclhwt 0 - 5 * 
Retire thee.goe where tbou art billited * ’ 

Away I fay, thou flialt know moreSfr^. 

Nay get thee gou s Some things arc to be done 
My wife muft mouefor Cafsio tohtrZ;n f 
He fet her on. J her miftr,s * 

3 u hil f^° draw th e Moore apart 
Dull not deuife by coldneflc and delay. 



Exeunt, 



A Slut 



Scotna 



i. 



£nttr eJMufitiant, 

C " f ' MS' 1 L here ; 1 "ill content your painea, 

IVlWrtmgttaabrjefc.andbidgoodLton.GtUttt 

Clo Whwm.il ^ tnt ert ^ e Ciovene. 

(peake i’th nofe thus*? * bay0Ur: Inftru ™ntsbinat thatt 

‘Boy- Howfir,how? 

L J‘- A I t "' htf ' 1 wind Increments? 

I marry are they fir. 

Ch, O thereby hangs a tayle. 

r?' w here ^ y han ? s 3 faylc fir ? 
matters U$ by a Wln< * e Inftrumcnt that I know I 



. ^ 






F 
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Soy. Well fir, wc will not. av noC bee heard, tot a- 

" d0£ * not 

ready care. < . 

Boy. We hanone bach hr-;. , (“Sr He away > eoc, vaoilh 

Cle .Then put your pipes 'u»y our bag, For I / S 

at rfr‘ "5. heare my hoaeft Word ? 
cL N°.l tears not yonr honcO ‘"‘JrTpiccc of gold 
Cal'. Ptcthee keeps vp thy th £ Geocralt wifi be 

\X"rc.M S« ter a little faeoat of 

^/tlgood.oyfriendrlnbappyttaeH.. **-,«*- 

Is, that Are will to vertuous Defdmop*, 
to you prefwitly, 

And fie deuife a roeane to daw ^ ^ Mooj^e g* 

Out of the way, that y our con • • £xt(t 

nSy'^T • 1 ne “" kn * 

4 ^Z 3 gSSSX£Z umfo .„ 

Tobringyouinag^ 
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the Moore of Venice 



^ A f‘ Y et ^ hefeech you, 

If you thinke fit, or that it maybe done ' 

wTh^ a i uanta §f offofne briefe difco’urfe 
With Defdemonu alone. 

Pray you come in, 

TKIHSaMSSa®* taue time. 



_ - , V/U „ 1Icrc y 0 „ jngjj 

To fpeakeyour bofomefreefy. 
Caf. I am much bound to you. 



Exeunt, 



o.h tT? ?' he,h ’ ?So.a^«i,r GmUrn, 

SjaSS 

Ug Well my good Lord;rie do*. 

• We m,te l-l™* iordlhip. Exn „_ 

Dor R fu ter S ef S^ on3 >Camo and Emillia. 

All m^abtoS 1 ml> *« 

A3f”hc^et a h?r d ^ Ik " 0Wit S' i ““'"W-b 1 „d, 

As friendly as you were. “ * 

Ca/l Bounteous Madame, 

What euer (hall become of Michael Cnfsie, 

H « s neuer any thing but your trueferuant.’ 

v ‘ V f °. fir > 1 tha , n . ke you, you doe loue my Lord • 

Youhaue knownehimIon g) and be you welUffur’i 
He (hall m ftrangeft,ftand no farther off, 

Then m a politique diftance. 

Caf. I but Lady, 

That poll icy may either laftfo long. 

Or feed vpon fuch nice and water! fh diet. 

Or breed it felfe/o out of circumftance, 

* nat I being abfent,and my place fupplied. 

Fa 



My 
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My Generali will forget my loue and fern ice, 

Def. Doe not doubt that, before EmiBta here, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place ? allure thee, 

If I doe vow a ftiendfhip, Ileperforme it. 

To the.laft Article : my Lord (hall ncuer reft, 

He watch him tamc>and calke him out of patience? 

His bed (hall fecme a fchoole,his boord a mrifc, 
lie intermingle tuery thing he does* 
with Cafsio' s fuite ; therefore be merry Cajsm 
For thy foliciter (hall rather d-ic. 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello, lago.W Gentlemen^ 

Er». Madam, here comes my Lota. 

Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

'Def. Nay Hay ,and hearc me fpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now.I am very ill at eale, 

Vnfit for mine owne purpofe. . . c r - 

Def W e 11, doe y our diferetion > EatfCaisio. 

Jag. Ha,l like not that. 

Oth w hat doft thou fay ? , 

T*; Nothing my Lord.or if,-I know not what. 

Oth. Was not that Cafsio parted from my ' w» e 
lag. Cafsio ray Lord ?-no fure,l cannot thmke .t. 

That he would ftealc away fo guilty -like. 

Seeing you commmg. 

Oth. I doe bcleeuetwashe. 

Def. Ho* now my Lord, 

I haue been talking with a f utter here,. 

A man that langoilh s myour dtfpkafure. 

Oth Who i’ll y on meant ? _ 

Def. Why your Leiutenant Cafsto t good my r »• 

If I haue any grace or power to moue you. 

That erres in ignorance, and not in cunning* 

I haue no iudgement in an honclt face, 

I pretheecall him backs* ^ 



Otk, 



the dPiToore of Venice, 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Def. Yes faitb,fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me, 

Tofuffer with him ; good Loue call him backc, 

Ot. Not now fwee e Defdcmonfovae other time. 

Def. But lhal’t be Ihortly ? 

Oth. The fooner lweet for you. 

Def. Shal’t be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def. T o morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I fliall not dine at home, 

I meet the Captaines at the Cittadell. 

Def. Why then to morrow night, or tuefday morne. 
On tuefday morne,or night,or wednefday morne 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes s 1 faith hce’s penitent. 

And yet his trcfpaffe.in our common rcafon, 

(Sane that they fay,the warres muft make examples. 
Out ofherbeft) isnotalmoftafault, 

To incurre a priuate chccke : when fhall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

W hat you could aske me, that I ffiould deny ? 

Or (land fo mam’ring on ? What M-chael Cafsio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difprailingly. 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Truft me, I cculddoe much, — 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him cotne when he wifl r 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Def. Why thisisnotaboone, 

Tisas I ffiould inrreat you veareyourglouess 
Or feed on nouriffiing difhes,or keep you warme, 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon snay,when I haue a fuite, . 
Wherein I meane to touch vour loue indeed. 

It (hall be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Oth ♦ I will deny thee nothing, 

' * > 3 , 
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Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 

To leaue me but a little to my felfe* 

Def. Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord, 

Oth. Farewell my Defdemona y I’lccome tothee ftraighe* 

Def. EmiUia, come,be it as your fancies teach you, 

What ere you be I am obedient. Exeunt Def. and Era. 

Oth. Excellent wret^h.perdition catch my foule, 

. But i doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft tnou fay Iago ? 

lag. Did Michael (fafsio when you wooed my Lady, 

Know of your lone ? 

Oth. He did from firft to laft:—-Vyhy doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for a fatisfaflion of my thought. 

No further harme. 

Oth . Why ofthy thought Iago ? 

lag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 

Oth. O yes, and went between vs very oft. 

Ia a. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, dcfcern’ft thou ought in that ? 

Ishenothoneft? . , „ 

lag. Hone ft my Lord ? Oth. Honeft ? I honeft. 

fag. My Lord.fot ought ! know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord ? why doft thou ecchoe me. 

As if there were fome monfter in thy thought. 

Too hideous to be (bovvne : Thou doft meane fomething 
I heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ftnot chat. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thpe,he was of my counfell, _ 

In my whole courfe of wooing.thou cridft indeed? 

And didft contrad, a«d purfe brow together. 

As if thou then hadft (hut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible conceit : If thou doeft loue me, 

Shew me thy though*. 

f*£. My Lord you know I loue you. * 

* • • r-\ * 



the core of Venice. 

Oth , I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weigheft thy words,before thou giu’ft ’em breath. 
Therefore thefc flops of thine fright me the more 5 
For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue, 

Are t ickes of cuftome } but in a man chat’s iuft. 

They are clofe dilations, working from the heart, 

That paflion cannot rule. 

lag. For zyHichacl Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,I thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke fe to. 

lag. Men fhould be what they feeme. 

Or tliofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,men (hould be what they feeme. 
lag. W hy then I thinke C agio's an honeft man. 
Oth. Nay,yet ther's more in this, 

1 ptethee fpeake to me.as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgiue thy wot ft of thoughts. 
The worft of words* 
lag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to cuery a<S of duty, 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

V cter my thoughts j Why, fay they are vile and falfe : 
As whert’s that paUace.whcreir.to foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaft fo pure, 

But fome vncleanly apprehtnfions, 

Keepe ieetes and law- dayes 5 and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawful! ? 

Oth. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend Iago, 

If thou but thinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his eare 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

lag . I doe befcech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle, 

(Asl confeflc it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealoufie 

Shapes faults that are nor : ) that your wifedome yet. 

From one that fo imperfc&ly conceits, 

Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble, 




ifdrajctfs 
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Out of my fcattering.and vnfure obfcruance 5 
Ic were not for your quiet.nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood, honefty.or wifedome. 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What doft thou meane? 

lag. Good name in man and woman ( deere soy Lord} 

Is the immediate Iewell of our foules: 

Who (leaks my purfe, (kales trains fomething, nothing, 
Twas mine, tis his, and has bin flaue to thoutands ; 

But he that filches from me nay good name, 

Robs me of that, which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. # 

lag You cannot, if my hart were m your hand, 

Nor (hall not,whilft tis in my cuftody. 

Oth. Ha? r 

Jag . O beware (my Lord) of lcalouhe 5 
It is a green ey d monfter, which doth mocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold hues in bias, 
Whocertaine of his fate .louts not his wronger . 

But oh what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpeas.y et ftrongly loues. 

la?. Poore and content,^ rich, and rich enough, 

But riches finek(k,is as poore .as winter, 

To him chat euer feares he (h3ll be poore: 

Good heauen.the foules of all my tribe defend 

From iealoufie. 

Oth. Why, why is this? 

Thinkft thou I’de make a life of iealoufie . 

To follow (till the changes of the Moonc 
With frdh (ufpitions ? No to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for a Goate, 

When I (ball turne the bufinefle of my foulc 

Toruchexufflicate.andblownciurcmles, § 

Ma chin- thy inference: tis not to make me icalous, 

. To fay my wife isfaire,feedes well,loucs company. 

Is free of fpeech, fmgs, pUyes, and dances well , 






Where 



the Adoore of Venice. 

Where vertue is.thefe are more vertuous : 

Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The fmalleft feare.or doubt of her reuolr. 

For (lie had eies,and chofen me : no I ago. 
lie fee before I doubt, when I doubt^prouej 
And on the proofe,there is no more 6utthi$ • 

Away at once with loue or iealoufie. 

lag. I am glad ofit.fornowT (hall haue reafon 
To (hew the loue and duty that I beare you * 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet of proofe 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsio • 

W eare your eie thus, not iealous»nor fecure, * 

I would not haue your free and noble nature* 

Out offelfe-bounry be abus’d, looke too t 
I know our Countrey difpofition well, 

In Venice they doe let Heauen lee the prankes 
They dare not (hew their husbands: their beftconfcience 
Is not to leaue’t vndone,but keepe’e vnknowne. 

Oth . Doeft thou fay fo? 

lag . She did deceiue her father marrying you : 

And when flie feem'd to fliake and fcare y our lookes. 

She lou’d them moft. 

Oth. And fo Ihe did. 
fag. Why go too then, 

She that fo young, could giue outfuch a Teeming, 

To feale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame j 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon. 

For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

fag. I fee this hath a little dalht your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot, not a iot. 
lag. Truftme, Ifeareithas. 

I hopeyou will confider,what is fpoke, 

Comes from my loue :but I doe fee you are rroou’d, 

I am to pray ycu,not to ftraine my fpeach, 

-To groffer iffues,r t or to larger reach, 

G 
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4,9 The c f ragecfy of O tfiello 

Then to fufpition. 

Oth. I will not.. 

lag. Should you doefomy Lord, 

My fpecch fhould fall into fucb vile fuccelTe, 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafsio's my worthy ft tend: 
My Lord, I fee you are moou’d, 

Of h. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinks but < Defdemona , s honeft. 

lag. Long liuefliefo,andlong.liue youtotninke 10. 
Oth. And yet bow nature erring from it lelfe. 

fag. I,there’s the point : as to be bold with you. 

Not to affed many propofed matches. 

Of her owne clime, complexion,and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends *, 

Fie we may fmell in fuch a will moft ranke, 

Foule difproport ion, thoughts vnnaturall. 

Bur pardon me s I doe not in politico, 

Diftindrly fpeake of hcr,tho I may feare 
Her will recoyling to her better iu Igement, 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent. ^ 

Oth. Farewell, if more. 

Thou doeft perceiue,let me know more, let ©n 
Thy wife tooblerue : leaueme lags. 

Tolcan this thing no further ,Ieaue it to time. 

And though tis fit that t^whaue Ins place, , 

( For fure he fills it vp wich great ability,) . 

Yet if you plcafc to hold him off a while. 

You {ball bv char,psrceiue him and his meancs j 
Note ify our Lady ftraine her entertamement, 
Withany ftrongor vehement importunity. 

Much will be fiene in that,inthe meane time, 

Let me be thought too bafie in rnyffarcs, 

(As worthy caufe I haue 4 to fcarc lam .) 



And 







RETSSSIElBli 






the Moore of Venice. 

And hold her free,! doe beleech your honour® 

Oth. Feare not my gouememenr. 
lag. I once more take my leaue. r„v 

Oth. This fellowe’s of exceeding bonefty 
And knowe* all quantities, with a learned fpirit 
Of humane dealings: If I doe prooue her haggard 

W j re my <Jeare heart ftrio gs. * 

I Je whittle her off, and let her dewne the wind 
To prey at fortune. Happily/or I am blacke* 

ThirS e *? thofe u fofc P arts of c °nuerlation* 

That Ch3mberers haue,or for I am declind 

Into the vale of y cares, yet that’s not much 
Shee s gone, 1 am abus’d, and my rcleifc * 

Mult be to loath her : O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites : I had rather be aToade. 

And hue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vf es : yet tis the plague of great ones 
Prerogatiu'J are they leffe then the baft, * 

Tis defteny,vn{hunnable,Hke death: • 

Euen then this forked pla gue i s fated to vs, 

Sm n u WC r,? C i ui f kcn ♦ D'fd'mom comes. 

If (he be fa!fe ,0 then heauen mocks it felfe, 

Ik not belceue it. 

- T _ Defflemona and Emilliar 

Dtf. How now my deare Othello f 
Your dinner* and the generous Hander 
By you inuited.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. J am to blame. 

;?'/• Why ,s y 0l j r r P ;e ch fo faint ? are you not well ? 
%! h l , I lt " auc 1 a P a,oe . vpon my forehead,heare. 

r Juu? ??*? w ! £h watching, tVill away againe ; 
Let me but bind it hard,imhin this houre * 

It will be well. 

Ofh . Your napkin is too little : 

Let it alone, come He go in with you, 

I am very forry that you are not well. 
r- G 3 
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5 o The Tragedy of Oth el lo 

Sm, I am glad I haue found thi^napkin, £ xit Oth; and DeC 

This was her firft remembrance from-the Moore, 

My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to fteale it, but (he fo loues the token. 

For he coniur’d her, (he fhould euer keepe it, 

That (lie refernes it euer more about her. 

To ki(Te,and talke to ; lie ha the worke tane our. 

And gin’t lago : what he'Ldoe with it, 

Heauenknowes,notI, Enter la.go. 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafie. 

Uo. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you. 
lag. A thing.for me,it is a common thing— 

Em * Ha ? 

lag To haue a feolifhwife. 

Em. 0,is that all? what will you giuerne now,. 

For that fame handkerchiefe ? . 

Ia?. What handkerchiefe? - 

Em What handkerchiefe? 

Why that the Moore firft gaueto Dtfdemona , 

That which fo often you did bid me fteale. 
jag. Ha’ft ftole it from her ? 

£m Mo faithjflie let Mrop.by negligence. 

And to the a’uant age, (.being here,tooky.tvp * 

Looke.hcrc it is. 

la?. A good wench; giue it me. 

Em- Whatwillyoudoewith.it, . 

That you haue bin fo earned to haue me filch it ?• 

/J. Why, what’s thattoyou:?: v’* 1 • 

Em If’t be not for feme purpofe of import, 

. ' T nitv* (bee’ll iuQ Rtad 
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Em Iftbenot roriomc 
Giue mce’t rcuine.po.Dre Lrififflwffl m mad 
Whenlhe fa'll Uctafe . ,. ™, elue mei 

la?. Be no: you acknowne on t,Ihaue vie (or . •_ S 

I will in lodging lofc this napkin, E- 

And let him find it : Trifles light as ay re. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ftroflg . 

As proofes of holy Writ, this may doe ^ thlttg s ' ' d. " ' 

The Moore already changes with my poifon,. 















the c?JVf core of Veil ice. 5 1 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 

Which st the firft are force found to diftaft ; 

But with a little aft vpon the blood. Enter Othello, 

Burne like the mines of fulphure : I did fay fo : 

Look where he comes, not Poppy.nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firopps of the world,' 

Shall euer medecine thee to that fweet fleepe 
Which thou owedll yefterdsy. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfetome,toiue? 

lag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant,be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

1 fweare,t is better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What fence had I of her ftolne houresoflufts 
I faw’t not, thought ic not’ it harm’d not me, 

I fltpt the next night welLwas free.and merry 5 
I found not Cafsto's kifles on her lips ; 

He that is rob’J,not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’t, and hee’s not rob’d at all, 
lag. I am forry to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the general! Campe, 

Py oners, and all.had tafted her fweet body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for euer 
Farewell thetranquile mind,farewell content 5 
Farewell the plumed troope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the (hrill Trumpe, 

The fpiric-ftirring Drumme,the care-peircing Fife* 

The royall Banner,and all quality, 

Pride, pompe, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,Oyemortall Engines, whofe wide throates. 

The immortal louts great clamors counterfeit j 
Farewell ^Othedoes Occupation’s gone. 
fag. Iftp.nfsiblemy Lord? 

Oth. V il!aine,be fure thou prouc my Loue & whore, • 

Be fure of it.giue me the ocular proofe, 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

5 G| '■ Tfion 
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Thou hadft bin betterhnue been borne a dog. 

Then spfwere my wak’J wrath. 

Jag. Ift come to this? 

O t. Make me to fet’c.or at the lead fo proue it. 

That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loope, 

To hang a doubt on :or woe vponthy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doeft (lander her, afd torture me, 

Neuer pray morc,abandon all remorce , 

On horrors head, horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepc,all earth aroaz’J, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation ad de, greater then that. 

lag. O grace, O heauen defend me. 

Are youaman.haue you a foule orfence ? 

God buy you,takemy office,"© wretched foole, 

That liueft to make thine honefty a vice ; 

0 monftrous world, take note,take note O world. 

To be dired and honeft,is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit. and from hence, 
lie loue no friend, fince loue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth. Nay ftay.thou fliouldft be honeft 
lag . I fhould be wife, for heneftie’s afoole. 

And loofes that it workesfor. 

Oth. By the world, , 

I thinke my wife be honeft, and thinke (he is not, 

I thinke that thou art iuft,and thinke thou art not* 
lie haue fome proofe : her name that was as rretn 
As ‘Dians vifage,is now begrimd,and blacke 
As mine owne face i If there be cords.or kniues, 

Poy(on,or fire.orfuffocating ftreames, 

He not endure it s would I were fatifhed. ^ 
jag. I fee fir, you are eaten vp with palhon, 

I doe repent me that l put it to you j 
You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay ,1 will. 

lag. And may, but how, how fatisfied my Lord. 

Would you, the fuperuifion groffely gape on. 

Behold her topt? 
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Oth. Death and damnation —oh. 

lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

I o bring cm to chat profped.damem then. 

If euer mortall eyes did fee them boulftcr 
More then their owne ; what then, how then > 

Whar (ball I fay ? where’s fatisfadion > 

I I is impoffible you (hould fee this, 

Ztl « ^T imc " °°“ s ' “ hot at Monkfcs, 

Asfalt as Wolucs m pride, and fooles as qroffs " 

As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 

J£u liP u U , t3t j 0n J and ftron S circumftances. 

Which leade diredly to the doore of truth. 

Will giue you facisfadion,you may ha’c. 

Ot. Giue me a lining reafon,that (he’s difloyall. 
tag. 1 doe not like the office. 

But fith I am enter’d into this caufe fo farre,, 

Pricktto’c by foolifli honefty and loue. 

J will goe on : I lay with Gafsia lately 

Ther/a' 0 ^ t i°- U ^ C f W ” r 2 toot b,IcOuIdnOt fieepCj, 

There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule, * 

That in their fteepes will mutter their affaires. 

One ofthis kind is Cafsto: 

In fleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defde mma , 

Let vs be wary.lcc vs hide our loues; 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my band. 

Cry our, (wee t creature,and then kiffe me hard, , 

As if he pluc kc vp k iffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then lay ed his leg 
Oner my thigh, and %h’d,andkifled and then 
Cried, curfed fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous, rnonftrous. 

Jag. Nay, this was bur his dream e. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore-gon conclufion 
Tisa Ihrewd doubt, cho it bebucadreame, 

. v / a &\ j d r ^’ s t P a 3' h^*P e to thicken ocher proofes, 

.That doe demonstrate thinly. ^ 

Oth. Ileteareheralltopecces. 
lag. Nay, but be wife, yet we fee nothing done. 
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She may be honea yet : tell me but this, 

H&ue you not fotnetimes fecne a handkerchicfc* 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my fira gift. 
jag. I knovr not tbat^but fuch a handkerchiefs 
I am fure it was your wiucs,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If’tbethat. 

lag. If it be that, or any ,it was hers, 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand hues. 

One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge : 

Now I doe fee tis true.looke here I ago, 

Ml my fond loue.thus doe I blow to heauen,- tis gone. 

Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O Ioue thy crovne,and hearted l Prone, 

To tyrranous hate,fwell bofome wichthy fraught. 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. he kneeles, 

Jag. Praybe content. 

Oth. O blood, fags, blood. 

lag. patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 

Oth. Neuer lags', 

LiketothcPwt't^Sea, 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courle, 

Ne’r feds retiring ebbe,but keepes due on. 

To the 'Propotttick* nd the Hellefpent : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall neVe looke b2cke,ne’re ebbe to humble .ouc. 

Till chat a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heauen, 

In the due reuerence ot a facred vow. 

There ineaee my words. 

Doe not rife yrt: . I»go 
Witneffe the euer-burning lights aboue. 

You Elements that cl ip ys round about ; 

Vitncfl’e that here, lag o doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit .hand, heart, 

To wrong’d Othdoe's feruice s lctlum command, 
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And co obey,fhall be in me rcmorce, 

What bloody works fo euer. 

Oth I greet thy loue ; 

No“ with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will vpon the inftant put thee to'c, 

W ithin tht fe three daycs,let me liearc thee fay 
That Cafsio s not aline. 1 * 

_ lag. My friend is dead : 

Tis d me as you rcqueft.but Et her Hue. 

Oth. Dam her lewd minks 5 O dam her, 

Come,goc with me apirt,l will withdraw. 

To furnidimc with fomefwife meanes of death, 

For the faire deuill : now art thou my Leiutenant, 
lag, I am your owne for suer. 

Exeunt, 




Enter Defdemona t Erailia *udtheClome.~ 

Def. Doc you know lirra, where the Leiutenant Ctfsio lies? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man ? 

Clo. He is a Soldier, and for one to fay a Soldier !ies,is dabbing. 

Def. Go to,where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throate. 

Def Can you enquire him our, and be edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathechizc the world for him, that is, make queftions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekehim, bid him come hither, tell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord i.n his behalfe.and hope all will be well. * 

(flo. To doe this, is within thecompaffe of mans witteand there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. £ x i t 

Def. W here fhould I loofe that bandkerchicfe Emilia ? 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def Beleeuc me,J had rather loofe my purfe 
FulIofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind,and made of no fuch bafenefle. 

As icalous creatures are, it were enough 
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To pot him to! ill thinking. 

Em. Ishenotiealous? 

<j) e r who he i I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello.. 

Em, Looke where he comes. 

DeH I wiUnotleaue him now, . > 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to dififemblc : 
Ho w doe y ou Defdemona ? 

ot Giue mTy ou^ ha^this hand is moift my Lady. 
Dtf It yet has felt no agemor knowne no borrow. 

oL This argues fruitfulneffe and liberall heart, 

Hot, hoc. and moy ft, this hand of yours requires 

A fcquefter from liberty : faftiog and Ptay mg, 

Much caftigation,exercife dcuout * 

For here’s a young and fweating dcuill here, ^ 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may indeed lay lo, 

cnrrwas that hand that gaue away my hsart. 

Oth. A Hberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands, 

Oth. I haue a fait and fullen rhumc offends m.. 

Lend ms thy handkercnic.c. 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That whi-hl gaue you* 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

'Def. No indeed my Loro., 

Ot h Thits a fault : that handkerchicfe 
Did an EgyftUn to my mother gme, , 

told her whilcfhe kept it,. 
Twoild make her amiable, and fubdue my father 
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Intirdy to her leue t But if flie loft it, 

Or made a gift of it j my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits ftiould hunt 

After new fancies s She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me,when my face would haoe me wiue. 

To g'ue it her j I did fo.and take heed ©n’t,, 

Make it a darlingdike yonr precious eye, 

T o loofe,or giue’e a way,were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. 

Def. I’ft pofTible ? 

?*)>•' true, thefts magicke in the web of it, 

A Sy bell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfe twohundred compafles. 

In her prophetique fury,fowed the worke j 
The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filke 
And it was died in Mummy, which the ikilfull 
Concerue of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed, i’ft true ? 

Ot h. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God that I hid neuer feene it. 
Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

II 

Oth. Say you? 

Def it is not loft, but what and if it were ? 

Oth . Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth . Fetch*t,lettnefeeit, 

Def. Why fo I can fir,bs»t I will not now. 

This is a tncke,to put me from my fuitc, 

I pray let Cnfsie be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefs, my mind mifeiaei, 
De. Gome, come, you'j neuer meet a more fufficient matt* 
Oth . The handkerchiefs. 

Def. A man, that all his rime 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you. 

Ha 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. In foothyou are too blame. 

Oth. Away. Exit. 

Em. Isnot this man iealous? 

Def. I nere law thi* before ; 

Sure ther’s fome wonder in this handkerchiefe, ., 

I am mod vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

Enter 1 3 go and Caflio. 

Em. Tis not ayeare or two Ihewes vs a mao. 

They are all but ftomacks, and we all but foodc 5 
They eate vs hungerly.and when they are full. 

They belch vs jlooke you fUafsit and my husband. 

lag. There is no other way, tis (he muff doe it. 

And loc the happineffe,goe,and importune her. 

Def. How now good Cafm, whats the newes with you? » 
Caf. Madam, my former fuite : 1 doe befeech you. 

That by your vertuous meanes.I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his loue, 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour, I would not be delayed; 

1 f my offence be of fuch mortall kind. 

That not my fermc paft.nor prefrn: forrowes, 

Nor purpos'd merrit in futurity. 

Can ranfome me into his loue againe. 

But to know fo, mu ft be my benefit, 

So {hall I cioath me in a forc’d content. 

And (hut my felte vp in fome other courfe. 

To fortunes aim es. 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Cafsio, 

My aduotation is not now in tune ; ■ 

My Lord is not my Lord, nor flv uld I know himy 
Werehe intauour.as in humor altred ; 

Sohelpe me,euery fpiritfanaified. 

As I hauefpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood within the blanke ofhisdifpleafure. 

For my free fpeech : you muff a while be patient, 

What i can doe I will,andmore I will 

Then for my felte I dare, let that fuffice you. 
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fag. Is my Lord angry ? 

Em. He went hence but now, 

And certainely in ftrangc vnquietneffe. 

lag. Can he be angry ? I haue feme the Cannon 
When it hath blowne his rankes into the ay re- * 

And ( like the deuill)" from his very arms, 

Puft his owne brother,and can he beangry ? 
Something of moment then : I will goe meet him 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

Def. 1 prethee doe fo : Comething fure of State. 
Either from V enice , or fome vrihatcht pra&ice 
Made demon Arable here in Cipres to him. * 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit.and in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle withinferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obitd , 

Tis euen fo ; for let our finger ake. 

And it endues. our other healthful! members, 

Euen to that fenfe of paiue 5 nay, we mult thinke. 
Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : belli: ew me much EmiHia , 

I was (vnhandfome warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vmkindneffe with my foule ; 

But now 1 find,i had fubbornd the witneffe, 

And hec’s indited fa'fly . 




£ m. Pray heauen it be State matters as you thinke. 

And no conception,nor no iealous toy 
Concerning \ ou. 

Def. Alas the day.I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfwercd fo. 

They are not euer iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for they are iealous ; tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def. Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind. 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def I will goe feeke hlm,Caftio walke hereabout. 

If I do. finde him fit, lie mouc your fuice. Exeunt Defd. 

Andfeeke to effe$ it to my vttermoft. and Emillia, 

^ h 3 , Caf 
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Caf I humbly thanke your Ladilhip. Enter Bianca. , 

'Burn. Saue you friend Cafjto. 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my mod hne'Btanc* ? 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to your houfe. 

2m. And I was going to your lodging C a f sio S 
What.keepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houres.and loucrs abfent houres. 

More tedious chen the dialheightfcorc times, 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But 1 (hail in a more continuace time. 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke out. » 

'Bia. Oh fafsio, whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence,now I feele a caufe, 

Pd come to this ? welfwell. 

Caf. Go to woman, 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealous now. 

That this is from fome Miftris/ome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia. Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf 1 know notfweet,! found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke we!l,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will, I’de haue it coppied. 

Take it,and ao’c,and leaue me for this time. 

'Bia. ‘ Leaue you,whsrefore ? V 

Caf I d oe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wilh, ; : - 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

’Bit. Why I pray you? 

Caf Not that 1 loue you not. 

Bia. Buc that you doe not loue me; 

I pray you bring me on the way a little. 

And fay,if I (hall fee you foone at night. 



the Moore of V en/ce. 

Caf Tis but a little way that I can bring you. 

For I attend hereout lie fee you foone. 

Bia. Tis very good,Imuft be circumftanc’d. Exeunt, 

ABm 4 . Sccem 1. 

Enter Iago and Othello. 

/“UlyoH thinke fo? 

V V Oth. Thinke fo/*?*, 
lag. What,tokifleinpn'uate? 

Oth. Anvnauthoriz'd kiffe. ' 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend r;bed. 

An houre,or more, not meaning any harroe ? 

Oth. Naked a bed and notrneane harme? 

It is hipocrifie agamfl the deuill : 

They thatYncanc vertuoufly,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertue tempts,and they tempt hcauem 
lag. Soe they doc nothing, tis a veniall flip : 

But if I giue my wife a handkerchicfe. 

Oth . What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and bemg hers 
She may,! thinkc,beftow’r on any man. * 

Oth. She is protecflrefTe of her honour too. 

May lhe giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not;. 

Bur for the handkerchicfe. 

Oth. Rv heauen, I would mod gladly haue forgot it s 
Thou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Raucn o’re the infected houfe. 

Boding to all.) He hid my handkerchicfe. 
lag, I, what of that ? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 
lag. W hat If I had (aid I had feen him do you wrong? 

Or heard hicn fay, (as knaves be (uch abroad. 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuice 3 . 
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Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniured,or fopplied them, cannot chufe, 

But they mud blab.) 

Oth. Hath he (aid any thing? 

lag, He hathmy Lord, but be you well aflur’d. 

No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth . What bath he fayd? 

Jag. why that hedid— I know not what he did. 

Oth. What? fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

Jag. With her ,on her, what you will. . 

Oth. Lie withher, -lie on her ? We fay lie on hef.whenthey bely 
herj lye with her, that’s fulfome, handka chiefs, confession, hand- 
kerchiefs : to conf<{T.\and be hang’d for his labour, ft ft to be bang'd, 
and then to confdle ; 1 tremble at it s Nature would not mueft her- 
felfe in fuch fhidowing palsion, without fome inftrudion : It is not 
wordsthat (hakes me thus, (pi(h) nofcs, eares, and lippes s Is’tpofsi- 
ble confdle ? handkerchief, ? O deuill. Faths in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous fooks arc 
caughr,and many worthy and chad Dames, cuen thus (all guilckuc,) 
meet reproach ; What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello, how 
HOW Cafsio ? Enter Cafsio* 

Caf. Whae’othe matter ? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epil pfy, 

This is his fecond fir, he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forbcare, 

The Lethargie mufl hauehis quiet courfe. 

If not,he foames at mouth,and by and by 
Breakes oat to faisage madntfle : looke.he ftirres* 

Doe you withdraw you> fclfc a little while, 

Ke will recouci ftraight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great cccafionfpeake with you. 

How is it Generall.haae you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Doft thou mocke me^ Exit Caf. 

lag. I mockeyou? noby heauen. 

Would you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a 6eaft. 

I 4 i' 
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lag. There’s many a beaft then in a populous Citv 
And many a ciuill monfter. w vs 

Oth , Didheconfcfle? 
lag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded fellow, that’s but yoak’d 
May draw with you,there’s millions now aline* 
wr jy e in thofe vnproper beds, * 

Which they dare fweare peculiar : your cafe is better 

0 tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke, 

1 o lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte s No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what (he (hall be. 
Otb. O thou art wife,tis certaine, 
lag. Stand y ou a while apart, 

e your but in a P atie °t lift : 

Whilftyou were here orewhelmed with your eriefe, 

f Apaflionmoft vnfittingfuchaman.) ' 

Cafsio came hither,I (Lifted him away, 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy; 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeake with me, 

Lhe which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the gceres,the gibes, and notable fcornes, 

I hat dwell m euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how,howoft,how long agoe.and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafture,raary patience, 

Or I (hall fay, you are all in all, in fpleenc. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dolt thou heare Iago, 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 

lag That’s not am iffe : 

But yet kcepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of 'Bianca j 
A hufwife,that by fdliog her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes j it is a creature. 

That dotes on Cafsio ; as tis the (trumpets plague 
S I 
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To beguile many ^and be beguil’d by one : . Enter CaH 

He, when he heares of her,cannot retraine 
From the exceflc of laughter : h.re he comes ; 

As he fhall fmile,0/^5c (h ill goe mad. 

And his vnbookifli iealoufie mutt confter 
Poore C<i/}wVfTiiles,gettures,andlight behauiour, 

Quite in the wrong : How doe you now Leiutenant ? 

Caf The woifer that you giue me the addition, 

Whofe want cuer. kills me. 

Jag, Ply Dtfdemona well, and you are fare on’t. 

Now,ifthis fuite lay in 'Biancas power. 

How quickly fhould you fpced. 

Caf. Alas poore cat iue. 

Oth. Lookehowhelaughes already* 

Jag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue, I thinke indeed (he loues me* ■ 

Otb. Now he denies it faintly ,and laughes it out. 

Jag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 

Otb No w he importunes him to tell it on y 
Goe to, well faide. 

Jag She giues it out that you final! marry her, . 

Doe you intend it ? 

Caf Ha,ha.ha. _ ( 

Otb. Do • you triumph Roman,doe you triumph ? 

Caf I marry her ? what ? a Cuftomcr ; 

I prethce beare fome charity.-to my wit, 

Dos not thinke it fo vnw hole fome : h3,ba,ha. 

Oth. So,fo.fo,fb,thcy laugh that wins. 

J.-.g. Why, the cry goes,th3t you {hall marry, her, 

Caf Prethce fay true. 
lag. I am a very villaine elfe. 

■Oth. Hayoufcoar’d me ? well, 

Caf This is the monkies own gluing out $ fnc is perfwaded I will 
marry her,out of her own loue and flattery .not out of my promife. 
Oth. lagt beckons me, now. he bigins the Aory. 

Caf She was heerc euen now, {he haunts me in eucry place, I was 
tothcr day talking on the fea banke with certainc Venetians, and thi- 
ther comes this bauhle.fals me thus about my necks. 
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Before me,!ooke where Ihe comes, ? ¥ € ? 

ffleanebythish^undng b ofmeT Uy aperfm ’ (3 cnes What doe you 

! “todidyoo mean* 

fbok * uke it , i muli take oSe l Z° X" I"”* ? 1 '"*»*« 

that you fliould fi„<i it in , out f J ,kcl rjW« “* worke, 

thetet this i s fo« «<• 

some when you are n^t prc^l^ ^ n, ^ ri y oa ® an Wj ’ !I not > 
4fter her, after her. 

% '“•**** 

- Y cs, l intend fo* 

4W** TO> Ctoicc t0 fK r°»*<'« I would very faine fpcake 
C «f Prethe come, will you ? 

% G oe to fay no more. *?*,•„ , 

Oih How flwll I murder him laeo ? EmCi ^Q. 

ofi PCrC£1HGjh0W he lt4 ^ hcdat M* vice ? 

& 

a fwcctwjran! n “ I,IC rw a kilting j aim wowan,a Giire wotran, 

'• a y.y°u mufl ifosMtylwt. . ■ • 

ia vit-'Ooj tny 
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my' hand : O the world has not a fwe^ter creature, the noight lie by an 
Emperours fide, and command him taskes. 

offo Hang her* Tdocftot faywhat Ihe is • So delicate with her 
JZ an admirable mufitian s O fire will ding the fauageneffe out 
of a Scare ; of fohye andplenteons wit and inuention. 

Ghee’s the worfe for all this. 

ofjb. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con- 

ditiotl. ; nt; ^ . ‘ 

ofi/SSS thatscertaine,but yet the pitty of it lago, oh the pitty. 
Ayr.* If you be fofondouer her iniquity ,gme her patent to offend, 

for if it touches not you,it comes neere ® ^ ' 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes,— cuckold me . 
lag. 0,tis foule in her. 

Oth ■ With mine Officer. 

n g i r^rmeforneooifon JWthis night He net expoftulate with 
her i‘ftSrbSy°ndb« Ut y vlprouidem, mindeagen, «hisn.gb. 

Dos it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed,eueo the bed 

fl ” ofh. G“goodfth= mltice of ic plcafas, very good. 

U And for C*fm, let me be hi. voder, aker i you Ihall heart more 

by midnight A Trum," . 

Enter Lodouico, Defdemona, and Attendants. 

,, , 

Oth. Excellent good: 

What Trumbet is chat fame? 

Jag. Some thing from Venice fure ; tis Codontco 

Come from the Duke, and fee,your wife is with him* 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. ’ . 

Lod. The Duke and Senators of greet you. 

Oth. I kiffe the inftrumenc of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodoutco ^ , 

fag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior ^ 
welcome to Cyprus 









the Moore of Venice. 



Lod. I thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio ? 
lag. Liues fir, 

®«/TCoufen, there’s falne between hitn and ray Lord, 
An v-nkind breach.but you (hall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. — 

Led. He did not call, hee’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def. A moft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
To attone them,for the loue l beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftonc. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def What, is he angry? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’d him ; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truft me,l am glad on.r. 

Oth. Indeed. 



Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Iam glad to fee you mad. 

Def Howfweet Othello ? 

Oth. Deuill. 

Def, I haue not deferu’d this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleea’d in Venice. 
Tho I fhould fweare I faw’c ; tis very much, 

Make her amends,(he weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill, Deuill, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens teares. 
Each drop file falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of noy fight. 

Def. I will not ftay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeecb your Lordfliip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftreffe. 

Def My Lord. 




orwu?} 
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Oth, What would you with her fir ?j 

*3 




Lodi 
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Lod. Who,ImyLord/ 

Or J>. I, you cid wilh that I would make her turner 
Sir ihe can turne,aod turne,andyet goe on, 

And tumc againe, and (he can wee pc (ir, wcepe { 

And (he’s obedient, as you fay .obedient. 

Very obedient $ proceed you in your teares. 

Concerning this fir : O well painted pafsion l 
I am commanded home : — get you a way, 

Jle fend for you anon : — Sir, I obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Venice. s — heuce.auant, 

Cafsio (hall haue my place ; and fir to night 
I doe intreat that we may fup together, 

Y ou are welcome fir to Cyprus ,— goates and monkies. Exit, 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient i This the noble nature. 

Whom paflfion could not (hake ? Whofe folid vertue. 

The (hot of accident,nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce,? 
fag. He is much changed. 

Lod, Are his witsfafe ? is he not light of brains ? 
lag. He's that he is, I may not breath my cenfure, 

Whac he mightbe,if what he might, he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod . What.ftriUe his wife, 
lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would proue the wotft. 

Lod. Is ir hisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault ? 
lag- Alas,alass 

It is not honefiy in me to fpeake 

Whatl h'uefeeneandknownc? you (hall obferue 

And his owne comic- will denote him fo, ; - 

That i may laue my fpeech ; doe but goe after him. 

And marke how he continues. 

Led. I am (orry that I am decem’d in him. Exeunt, 

Enter Othello and Em iilia. 

Otb, You haue feene nothingylien. . . 
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Em Nor euer heard, nor euer did fcfpeft ^ 

Oth. Yes, and you haue feene Cafsio and flie together 
Em. But then I (kv no harme and , • C0 S cctier * 

Each fillablc that breath made vp berweene^em ^ 

Otb What, did thy neuer whifper ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fendyou out o’the way ? 

Em. Neuer. 1 

raas ^>* ler gloucs,nor nothing 

Oth. That's ftrange. 

I durft my Lord, to wager (he is honeft 
Lay downe my foule at flake s if you thinke other 
Remoueyour thought it dothabufc your bofome' 

Jf any wretch ha put this in your head * 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfc. 

For if (he be not honeft. chatte.and true 
There's no man happy, the pureft of their wiues, 

Is foule as (lander. Fxit Cm • „ . 

Obt Bid her come hither.goe, BnMa “ 

She fayes enough, yet (he’s a Ample bawde 
That cannot fay as much: this is a fubcle whore 
A closet, locke au 1 key, of villainous fecrets * 

Andyet (het’i kneele and pray, I ha (eeneherdo’c 

~ r ., r , Enter Defdemona and Emillia. 

EXfMy Lord, what is your will? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure ? 

° th r ^5 mc , fee y° m c )' es ”looke in my face. 
yjcf What horrible fancy, s this ? 

Oth Some of your fun&ion Miflrifle 
Leawc prccreants alone, anb (hut the dore 
Coffe, or cry hem, if any body come, * 

Your mi ftcry, your raillery ; nay difpatch. 

t 7 k " KS ' w,,at <foe® your fpecch import; 

I vndcritand a fury inyuur words, 1 • 

Bur nor t he words . 

pthe Why,wlucartchou? 
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Def. Your wife my Lord,your true and loyall wife. 

Oth. Come, fwcare it,dam thy felfe. 

Left being likeone of heauen, the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee,therefore be double datnbd j 
Sweare thou art honeft. 

j Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord, with whom ’ how am I falfe ? 

Oth. O Defdemom , away, away, a way. 

Def Alas the heauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufped. 

An inftrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him, 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affliction, had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores.and frames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity ,me and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in Tome part of my foale 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing linger at — oh.oh. 

Yet could I bearethat too, well, very well. 

But there, where I haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life, 

The fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difearded thence, 

Or keepe it as a cefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in : turne thy complexion there, 

Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Oth. O l,asfummer8 flies arein the lhambles, 

That quicken eutn with blowing: 

O thou black weed,w r iiy art fo lonely faire ? 

Thou •hell'll: fofweetjthatthe fence akes at thee, 

, v Would 
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W ould thou had ft ne’re bin borne. ' 

ofu ^. as » v r h « i S nora n=finne haue I committed? 

^Oth. Was this faire paper, this moil goodly booke 
Madcto write whore vpon ?~What committed ? 

Committed ; Oh thou publike Commoner; 

I flrould make very forgesof my check es, 

That would to cinders borne vp modeftie, 

Heauen* 1 /? ? u thydeeds : wh « committed ? 

5f*J* n j° pS - he nofe ar ic > an dthe Moone winkes- 
The bawdy wind that kiffes all it meets * 

Is hulht W ithm the hollow mine of earth 

Oth. Arcnotyouaftrumpet? 

Tf De f‘ No,as lama Chriftian : 

It topreferue this veflell for my Lord 
From any other foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be not to be a ftr B mpct,I am none. 

Oth. Whatnot a whore? 

Def No, as I (ball be faued. 

Oth. Iftpoffible? 

Def O heauen forgiue vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for rbac cunning whore of Venice, Enter p m ;n • 

That married with Othello : You miftriffe, C Eail,ll *“ 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter , 

Andkeepes the gates in hell ; yoo,you,I,you j 
We ha done our courfe ; there’s money for your Dairies 
pray you turne the kcy,and keepe our counfell. ^ Exit* 






Def Faith halfe a fleepe. 7 "W 

W°^ '^wrer with m ip* 

Em. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 

Def I ha none, doe pot taljee tpaif^ptiSU, 

*K 
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I cannot weepe,noranfwerehaue I none, 

Buc what (hould goe by water : prethee to night 
Lay on my bed tny wedding (heets,rcmeaiber. 

And call thy husband hither. .fj 

Em. Here is a change indeed: Exit. 

Def. Tis meet I (hould be vfdefo.very meet. 

How haue I bin behau’d, that he might itseke 
The fmali’ft opinion on my lead mifufe. Enter Tago 
Ug. What is your pleafure Madam? and bmillia. 

How i’ft with you? 

Def I can not tell : thofc that doe teach young babes j 
Doe it with gentle meanes,and calietaskes ; 

He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a chtlde to chiding. 

lag. Whac is the matter Lady? ■ 

£%>. Alas lago, my Lord hathfobewhor d her* 

Throwne fuch defpite.and heauy termes vpouhery 

As true hearts can not beare. 

Def Am I that name f«gt? 

Jaq What name faire Lady? 

Def Such as Ih? fayes my Lord did fay I was;. 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his dnnke s 
Could not haue layed fuch cearmes vpon his Caller. 

Jag Why didhefo? 
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Em. Has lhctonooKc to im»» V'‘T* 

Her Fathered her Countrey^nd her Inends , 

To be cald rHotc? would it not nwkconp weepe. 

'?£ Jg* *‘ icke v P° n h5m? 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue, ouiAf 

Some cpgging^coufeningfliiie.to get . ® ’ 

Haue not dcui.tdc,this (lander, I leb.ehan^d . 

Jag Fie there is no (uch man it is lmpofsible. 

Defy if any fuch thetearc h^a«n pardon hua,;. - ^ 
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Some bafe notorious knauc ,fomc feuruy fellow : * 
y hcanen.that fuch corpauions thoudft vnfold 
And put in cuery honeft hand a whip 9 

To lalhtne rafcall, naked through the world 

Euen from the caftto’th weft. 8 

Jag. Speake within dores. 

Em. O fie vpon him ; fome fuch fquire he was. 

That turnd your wit,thc feamy fide without ’ 

And made you to fufped me with the Moore 
Jag. You are a foole.goc to. 

O good I ago, 

rX ? all i doe tQ r in m y Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauca. 

I know not how I loft him. 8 nMUcn » 

Here I knsele : 

If ere my will did trefpalTe ’gainft hisloue. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought, oradtuall deed 
U rthat mine eyes, mine eares,or any fence 
Delighted them inany other forme * * 

Or that I doe not yet, and euer did, 

Audeuer will (though he doefliakemeoT 
Tobeggcrly dmorcemtnt,) lout him deerely : 

Comfort forfweare me; vukindnefle may doe much. 

And his vnkindndte may defeat my life, 

t^ 1 UI J?* 1 mv Iooe » l can not fa y whore, 

Tol? J ?u h °L re P 1C)OOW 1 the word, 

th*addition carne. 

Not the worlds mafic of vanity could make me. 
ru Tr P f r 3y l 0u be C0nCtnc > t,fi but his humour, 

ThebufinefkofthtStatedoeshimoftcnce, ’ 

And he doe* chide with you. * ‘ 

Dff. If t‘ were no other. -•{■■■■' /. 

J *g, Tis but fo,I warrant you : 

Mke how tiicfe inftruments fummon youtofuppgr' 

% K * ' ‘ %' 
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The meate, great M’iiteng-rs of Venice (By \ 

Go- in.and weeps not,a>l things fha.ll be well. Exit mmte. 

How now Rodcrigo ? . Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finds that thou, dealft iuftly with me. 

Iao. What in the contrary? , ' _ j . 'V 

Rod Euerv day thou dofftft «ne* with fomedcuue l Ago , and rather, 
as it feemes to me now.kee’pft from me all comientency, then fup- 
plieft me with the leaft aduancage of hope : } will indeed no longer 
jndure it, nor am l yet perl waded to put vp in peace, what already 1 

haue foolilhly fuffered. ... 

Jag. Will you heare me Rodengo? 

Rod. Sir, I hauc heard too much, 

For your words and performance, 

Are no kin together. . 

Jap. You charge me moftynmftly. 

, R & od. With nought but ttuetht I haae wafted my out of 
meancs • the lewels you haae had from me, to deliuer to ‘Dtfdemona. 
would halfe haue corrupted a V otarift : you haue told m e jhe has re- 
ceiu’d em,and return’d me expe&ation.and comforts-.offuddame re- 
ined andacquaintance,but I find none. 

11 Tar Well eoe to.very wdl. 

Rod Very well goeto* lean not gato (man,) nor t’is not very 
well, iay risvery rca,u y> and^in ro fi»l my *,fefb P t » «. 

Rfd iSSkis notveryfcell* I will make mv felfeknowntoY)^ 
^t i l w U returne-me my lewels, 1 will giueoaer my fuite 
STSc nt my vnlawfull follicication, if not, allure your felfe, He 

feekefatisfaaionofyou. 

m % 5 sfe ° f 

l ja? Why now I fee there 4 -? metric in thee, and euen from this 

^ moft ditca,y - 
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without witte and iudgement: But Roderigo. if thou haft that within 
thee indeed, which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now.then eucr, r 
meane, purpofe, courage, and valour- ; this night (hew it ; if thou the 
next n.ght following emoyeft not Defdemena, take me from (his 

world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffe ? 

^1* Sir, there is efpeciall commilTion come from Venice. 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then OtheSo and Defdemona 
Returne againe to Venice. 

r f&: r ?£°;f goes W nd cakcsawa y with him 

The raire Dt[dtmom % \n\zfc his abode be linger’d 

Here by fome accident, wherein none can be Co determinate 
As the remouing of Cafsio . 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 
lag. Why , by making him vncapa6le of Ot hello's place. 
Knocking out his braines. 

Red. And that you would haue me to doe, 

• 1 5 , ani ? if r ou dare doe y° ur fe lfe a profit and right ; he fups to 

mghc _with a harlotry, and thither will I goe to him ; -^he kno^not 
yet of his honourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will raihion to fall one between twelue and one, you (Bay take 
Jl™ at y° l ur P' eafurc : t will be neere to fecond your attempr,and he 
Ihillfallbetweene vs; come, ftand nor amaz’d at it, but goe along 
with me, l will mew you fiich a necefsity in his death, that you Hull 
tbinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It is no>v high (upper time, * 
and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Rod. 1 will bearc farther reafon for this. 

lag. Andyoufliallbefatisfied.. Extant* 

Enter Othello, Defdemona Lodouico,Emillia, . 
and Attendants. 



Lod. I doe befeech you fir,trouble your felfe no farther. 

. Oth. O pardon me,ic (hall do* me good to walke. 

Lod. M id im, good Uig Id ha nbly thanke your Ladilhip, 
JJy. Yo.ir Honour is moft welcome. 

Oth. VV ill you walke fir : — O Defdemena. 
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Def. My Lord* , , . , . 

Oth. Get you tot>ed ©‘the inftanr, I will be return’d, forthwith 
difpirch your Attendant there, — lookc it be done* Extant, 

Def I will my Lord 

Sm. How goes it now ? he looses gentler then he did. 

Def, He faieshe will returne incontinent i 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bade me todifmiffe you. 

Em. Difmiffeme? , . 

Def It was his bidding, therefore good Emit*, 

Giucme my nightly wcarmg,and adieu, 

V Ve muft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuer feenehim. 

Def So would not I ,my loue doth (o approue him, 

That euen his ftubborncne{Te,his checks and frownes, 

(Prethce vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

Sm. I hauc laicd thofe (beets you bad me on the bed. 

De. All's one,goodfa:her; how foolilb are our mindsi 
If I doe die before thee,prethee (hrowd me 



In one of thofe fame (beets, 

Em Come,come,youtalke. 

Def My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary, 

She was in loue, and he (he lou'd preu’d mad, 

Anddidforlake her, (he had a fong of willow. 

An old thing t'was.but it expreft her fortune, 

And (be died finging ir, that fong to night 
Will not goe from my mind: - 

But^o goe hang my head all atone fide, and fing it likepoote Bat- 

bary ; prethee difpatch. 

Em. Shall ! goe fetch your mght-gowne? 

Def Nojvupin me heere . 

This Ltdouico is a proper man. 

A very hand fome aian 0 

it ““uewalK’d tateSWfdto 

falefim , for a touch of his neither lip. 

Def- 
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Defdemona fingt. 

The p tore foule fate fighing by a ficamour tree, 
fing all a green Widow, 

Her hand on her bofome, her head on her knee, 
fing widow ,mdoW,WilloW . 

Thefefh flreames ran by her , and murmur'd her moamt . 
fingWitloW. Widow, widow. 

Her fait teares fell from her, which foftned the fiones. 
fing billow &c. (Lay by thefe.l 
tyill9ty,Wrillew\ 

('Prethee hie thee, he’le come anon.; 

Sing all a green willow mall be my garland. 



Let nobody blame him, hie fiorne f approue 
(Nay, that’s not next : harke, who's that knocks?) 

Em. T’isrhe windc; 

Def. / call'd my lone falfe , but what fay d he then ? 
fing billow .Willow willow , 

If I court mo women, youle couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gon.good mg it, mine eyes doe itch, 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Sm. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def I baue heard it faids fo : 0 thefe men,thcfe men : 

Doft thou in confcicnce thinke (tell me Emillia J 
That there be women doe abufc theic husbands . 

In fiach grofie kindes / 

Sm. There be fome fuch, no qaeftion. 

Def, Wouldft thou doe fuch a thing,for all the world?' 

Sm. Why.would not you? 

Def No by this heaucnly light. 

Sm. Nor 1 neither, by this hcauenly light, 

I mightas well doe it i.i the darke. - ' 

Def Would it thou doc fuch a deed, for all the world ? 

Ew~ The world is a huge thmg.it is a great price. 

For a final 1 vice. 

D-f In trorh I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em, in Crow i thinke Iliiould, and vndo’t when I had done fo 
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mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or For meafiircs 
of Lawnemor tor Gownes,Pctticotes>or Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? 1 (hould venture purgato- 
ry for ir. 

Def. Bsflirew rre,if I would doe fuch wrong 
For the whole world. „ 

Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world ; and hauing the 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def, 1 doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen,andas many to the vantage,as would uorc the 
world they played for. 

But 1 doe thinke it is their husbands faults, 

If wiues doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in peeuilh iealoulies. 

Throwing reftraint Vpon vs.; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we haue galles, and though we haue forae grace, 

Y et hauc we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee,andfmell. 

And haue their pallacs both for fweet and lowrc. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe, 

When they change vs for others ? is it fport ? 

I thinke it is ; and doth affection breed it ? 

I thinke it doth ; is’t frailty that thus erresf 
It is fo too s and haue not we affc&ions ? 

Defires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs well, elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe,their ills inftru& vsfo. 

Def, Good night,good night,heauen me fuch vfes fend, 

;Not co pick bad from bad,but by bad mend. Exeunt. 

AElus f*. Scoena 1. 

En ter la go and Roder i go. 

lug. T T Ere (land behindthis bulke,ftrait will he come, 
fl Weare thy good Rapier bare,and puc it heme, 

^ QuickC 






the (iTvfoore of Venice, 

Q9icke > qutckc,feare nothing.Ile be at thy elbow ; 

It makes vs,or it marres vs, thinke of chat 
And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be necre at hand, r may mifearry in’c 
Ug Here at thy hand be bold, and take thy (land* 
Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons • 

Tis but a man gon : forth my fword, he dies* 
lag. I haue rubd this yoHng Quae almoft to the fenfcl 
And he growes angry,now,whether he kill Cafsio , 

Ur C afsio him, or each doe kill the other 
Euery way makes my game j li ue Roderioo. 

He calls me to a reftitucion large, 

For Gold and Ie wells chat I bobd from him 
As gifts to Defdemona : * 

It mull not be, if Cafsio doe remaine 
He has a daily beauty in his life, * 

That makes me vgly : and befides.the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there (land I io much perrill s 
* o,hemu(l die, be tfo,T heare him comming. 

Enter Cafsio. 

-r l n °T ? at 5>“ s he » vllIa ' ne thou diefi.' 

Caf l hat thruft had bin my enemy indeed 

But that my coace is better then thou know’ft • 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. Ojlamfiaine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer,light ho, murder, 

. Enter Othello, 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio, /<*£<? keepes his word. 

Rod. O villainethatlam. 

Oth. Harke,tis euen (o. 

Caf. O helpe ho,Iight,a Surgeon. 

1 'r.T 1S . Iiie, ° braue ^‘honeft and iuft, 

That ha. - fuch noble (enle of thy friends wrong. 

Thou reached me ; —minion, your deare lies dead. 

And your vnbleft fate hies; ftrumpec I come ; 

Forth flrmw _ 



urumpec iconic; 

ru rt u °,,a b T rt \ thoCe charmes thine eyes arc blotted, 
f hy bed luft.ftaind,{hall with lufts blood be fpotted. 
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yp The Tragedy of Othello 

£«/«>■ Lodouico Gratiano. 

Gaf What ho, no watch, no paffage, murder, murder, 

Gra. Tisfo ne mifchance,the cry is very direfull* 

Caf. O help?. ZW, Harke. 

Rod. O wretched viilaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a heady night; 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’t vnfafe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod . Nobodv come, then fhall l bleed to death. 

Enter I ago Kith a light. 

Lod. Harke. 

Gra, Here’s one comes in his fhirt.with lights and weapons. 
Jag. W ho’s there ? whofe noife is this that cries on murder ? 
Lod. 1 doe not know. 

Jag Didnotyeuneareacry? 

Caf. HerejhereJor heauet, slake helpe ra^. 
fag. W hats the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello s Antient,as I take it. 

Lod. The lame indeed,a very valiant fel ow. 

Jag What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? 

Caf. Iago.O I am fpoUUvndcnt- by villaines, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

lag. O meXeiutenanr,* hat villaines haue don this? 

Caf. I thinke the one of them is here about, 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines: 

What arc you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O helpe me here. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

j„g. O murderous fl ;ue ,0 villaine. Thrujts mnfw. 

Red. O dambd Iago.O inhumaine dog ,—0,0,0. 
jag. Kill men i’che dark'- ? where be thofe bloody therues ? 
Hew iilent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder s 
What may you be ? arc you of good or cuill ? 

Led. As you fhali prooue v^praife vs. 

Jag. Seignior Lodouico 

Led. He fir. - . 

jag. I cry yon mercy ; here’s Cafsto hurt by villaines. 






the <z%£oore of Venice, So 

Graf Cafsio. 

lag. Hew is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 

7* fag. Mary heauen forbid: ' 

Light Gentlemen, lie bind it with my fliirt 
B* -y* Enter Bianca. * 

lat' w i? aC -!f, rh . e m3C . ter h °.who i ’ft that cried ? 
lag. Who i ll chat cried? 

■SgSSSSfeST: 

Z 4 : LZ l’! 1 ™ ^ 

hence. ^ ’ ’ oh for a chaire to beare him cafily 

Know wee this face.or no ? 

Alas my frlend.and my dear, countrey ran • 

r £ mu' ye . sf “" > W® 

Gra. What,o iVtnicei 

Jfg. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him ?J. 

T , 7 f*, ! ? ei X nior Gratiano, lay you gentle pardon* 

Gra. I am glad to fee yoiio 

Jag. How doe yo nCafsio ? O, a chaire, a chaire. 

*->ra. Rodertgo? 

lag. He tis be : O that’s well faid, a chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the General Surgeon : for you miftriife, 

Saue you your labour,he that lies flaine hcrefCafsio,) 

1 v f 3r '" *; nend > what malice was betwixt you? 
t S,T e ? C ? c world > nor doe 1 know the man. 
a£ * Whatjlookc you pale ? o beare him out o’che aire. 

L % 



Stay, 
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Stay you good Gentlewoman, looke you pale miftriffc ? 
Doe you perceiue the ieaftures ofher eye ? 

Nay, an you ftirre,we lhall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you,lookc vponMier, 

Doe you fee Gentlemen? nay guiltinefle 

Will fpeake,though tongues were out of vfe. Znterhm. 
Em. ’Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband* 
if. Cafsio has here bio fet on in the darke. 

By R oderiga;zn <& fellowes that are fcap’c, 

Hee’s alraoft flaihe,and Roderigo dead. 

Em, Alas good gentleman, a&s good Cafsio. 

Ur. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee Emlto, 

Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt to night : 

What,doe you (hake at that? _ . 

Tia. He fupt at my houfe.but I therefore make not. 
lag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie vpon thee ftrumpet. 

•BU. I am no ftrumpet, but of life as honeit. 

As you,that thus abufe me* 

Em. As 1 1 now fie vpon thee. , 

U ? . Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsto dreft $ 
Come miftrefle.you muft tell s another tale. 

Emillia , runne you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you goe on ? I pray : This is the night. 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. g xem 

Enter Othello with a light, and Defdemona in her bed. 
Oth. It is the caufe,it is the caufe.my foule, 

Let me not name it to you. you chafte ftarres ; 

It is the caufe.y et 1 le not (bed her blood 
Nor fcarre that whiter skm of hers t hen fnow, 

And fmooth as monumentall alablafter ; 

Yet flie muft dye.dfe feecrtt betray more men. 

Put out the light.and then put our the light : 

]f 1 quench thee.thou flaming mimi.er, 

I can againe thy former light re ft ore, 

Should I repent me ; but once put out thme, ^ 
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the Moore of Vi 



enice 

Thou cunningft patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 
That can tby light relumine when I haue plucfet 
I cannot giue it vitall growth againe, 

Jt muft needs wither ; He fmell iton the tree i ■ 

A balmy breath.that doth almoft perfwade 
iuftice her felfe tobreakeher fword : one more • 
Be thus when thou art dead,and I will kill thee. 
And loue thee after : one more.and thk rh* u<i . 
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Some bloody pafllon (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace,and be ftill. 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkerchiefs which I fo lou’d.andgaue thee. 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

' Def. No, by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him . 

Oth. Sweet foule take heed,take heed of penury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,butnotyettodie. 

Oth. Yes,prefently : 

Therefore confeflethee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue,norchoake the ft tong conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : , , - - . 

S neuer did offend you in my life,— ncuer tou d Caftto, 

But with fuch gcnerall warranty ofheauen. 

As l might loue 5 1 neuer gaue him token- _ 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerchief: in his hand . 

0 periut’d woman, thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makft me call, what I intend to doc, 

A murder, which I thought a facrificc ; .y 

1 faw the handkerchiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it h impend for him hither. 

Let him confcfTc a truth. 

Oth. Hehasconfelt- 
Def. What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hath— vfde thee. 

•Def. Kow,vnlawiuliy? 

Otb. I. 

Def. He will not (ay fo. 

Oth. No 3 his mouth is ftop’d. 



Hone ft 




"iwusncGcao? 



had all his hairwbin lines" 

M^great reuenge had ftomacke for cm all. 

O h n A ft hC ,S betra *^J a °d I vndone, 

Der O L r S t,_ ~ We r epeft thcu for Mm to my f acc ? 

Sf yft£C? 

Def. Hut halfe an houre. 

Oth. Being don, there is no paufe. 

•Def. But while I fey one nravpr » - 

oth. Ti, to late . f P ^ ft ‘ft** her. 

I that a ra cmeh.am ye, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy p«i„e , _f 0 fo 

Em. What ho,my Lord,my Lord. * * 

Oth. Who’s there? 

o 7 ?ef*?I« 0r ?* I ' < ' e fP' ak£aw ”'J»Myo». 

Tic , L L r*' b y and b y s (W a S dead: 

The r T S t0 fpeakc of C *f sw death ; 

o r iji ^ , ’ Vv ' ls beci df » ha,no/riort nouing 

I Lkii e ^r Ue : mih * come in ? wol’goodV 
I thmkv (he lijrrrs agune 5 no, what’s the beft ? 

If fhe come m,flie le fure fpeake to my wife. 

Mj wire, my wife, what wife ? I ha no wife • 

O mfupportable ; O heauy houre. * 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclfns 

Oth. VVBiitt? now*? ^ ondet ’ ,s ^ ou l e murders done. 
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TheTragedy «/ Othello 

Pm. But now ray Lord. 

It isthe very error of the Moone, 

ie comes THore neere the earth then Ihe was wont, , 

nd makes men mad. 

£w. my Lord has trtd a young Venetian 

al’d Roderigo. . .... 

0 tA, Roderigo kild,and Cafe to kild ? 

£w. No, Cafe io is not kild. f 

Oth. Not Cafesio kild ? then murder's out of tune, 

.tid fweet reuenge growes har(h. 

Defe O falfly,faiay murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that? 

Oth. That, what? ,._■ 

Em. Out and alas,ic~was my Ladies voyce, 
Idpe,helpe,ho helpc,0 Ladyfp^eagame, 
weet c DeJ r demona,Q fweet tniftreffe fpcake. 

Defe A guiltlefle death I die - . • 

Em. O who has done this deed ? 

Dtf. N'ibody,I my felfe, farewell : - 

■’oramend me to my kinde Lord,0 farewell, j 
" otb. Why how Ihouldihe be murdered 

Em. Alas.who knowes ? T 

Otb You heard her fay ,her felfe,it was not I. 

Em She fayd fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Otb. She’s like alyer gone to burning hell, 

TVas I that kild her. 

Em. 0 ,the more Ang,eU Ihe, 

And you the blacker derail. _ a whore „ 
£«\hoVEftbely° her andthou art adeuill- 
Oth. She was falle as water . 

Sp. Thou art raft as fire, , 

0 1 were damn’d beneath all 

But that I did proceed vpon all 

To this extremity , thy husband knew #1 * w ; 

Em. My husband : 
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Otb. 















vtn. iny husband. 

Em. That flie was falfc to wcdlocke ? 

Otb. I,with C afeto : nay, had Ihe bin true. 

It heauen would make me fuch another world 
Ofone intire and perfeft Crifolite, * 

I dc not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband ? 

Otb. I, twas he that told me firft ,» 

An honeft man he is, and hates the flime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. What needs this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband 

Mu u ' , ( ^^.^ l ^ rcs, >^ llan y hath made raocke* with loue : 

My husband fay that Ihe was falfe ? 

yjPc ^ ? C , w ° ma I n » I % thy husband ; doft tmderftand the word* 
My friend, thy husband, honcft.honeft /ago. 

Em. If he (ay fo.may his pernitious foule 
Rot halfc a graine a day ; he lies to’th heart, 
toofond of her raoft filthy bargaine. 

Pm. Doe thy worft ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy hcaueo. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Otb. Peace,you were beft. 

AslLe?„r b t t n “o g^,; h O sar “ ** " ^ 

As ignorant as durt j thou haft done a deed 

*f ar 5. n< 2 fof thy fwordJle make thee know, 

Tho I toft twenty lines : helpe, helped helpe , 

The Moore has kild my Miftrcfle, murder, murder. 

M oncano > Gra g a ntio, T ago,W others. 

Mon. .What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

T .f * °' are y, ou come /ago f you haue done well, 

Thatmen muft lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

ufrT D i fproo , u fn t ! li . s vi,,aine > if thou bee’ft a man s 
He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe ; 
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I know thou dift not,thou art not fuch a vilLatne s; 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag . I told him what I th6ught,and told no more* 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em, But did you euer tell him fhe Was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em, You told a lie,an odious damned lie ; 

V pon my foulc a lie, a wicked lie ; 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. With Cafsio miftrefle ; go to charmeyour tongue.' 
Em. I will not chatme my tongue,! am bound to fpeake 
My Mi-ftrefle here lies murdered in her bed. 

AH. Oh heauensforefend. '• 

Em. An d your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Oth. Nay, ft a re not matters,!! is true indeed,. 

(jra. Tisailrangetruth.. 

Mon, O monftrousaft !' 
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Em. Villany,villany,vil!any; 
pthinke vpon’t, I thinke,I fraell a villany ; 

I thought fothen ; lie kill my felfeforgriefe, 

0 viilany,villany. 

lag. What are you ns id ?'I charge you get you home; 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake ; 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 

Perhaps Iago t 1 Will ne're goe home. 

Oth. Oil, oh, oh. ~ Oth. falls on the bed, . 

6m. Nay, lay thee downe,and roare, 

For thou haft kild the fweeteft innocent. 

That ere did life vp eye; 

Oth. O (he was foule : 

1 fcarcedid know you V ncle.there lies your Niece, 
Whofe breath indeed, thefe handshaue newly ftopt ; 

I know this aft fhewe* terrible and grirn. 

Gr. Voorc‘Dfdcmona,\ am g’adtby father's dead* 

Thy match was naortall to him,and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread in t waine s did he liue now, 



This fight would make him doe a defperate turne, 
Yea,curfe his better Angell from his fide. 
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And fall to reprobation. 

T , °'£ Tis pittifull, but yet lago knowes 
Thar fhe with C*/5«,had the aftof fhame ’ 

A thopfand times committed* Cafsio mnc n. • 

"ft did gratlh'e * ' 

With that recognifance and pledge of lo*ue 
Which I ttrft gaue her ; I faw it in hishanH* 

It was a handkerchiefe, an antique token d 1 
My Father gme my Mother. H 
Em. Oheautn.O beauenly powers 
lag. Come,hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out,twillout:Ihold mv peace fi, „„ 
lie b c in fpeaking.liberall as the no?th ; ^ * 

f? I ]f aucn i and »>en,and deui!s,l ec cm all 

A ¥" cr l fta ® c a g 3 »oft me,yet He fpeake. 
fag. Be wife, and get you home. * 

Em. I will nor. 

Gr*. Fie,yo Ur fword vpon a woman ? 

' F f ° U f d by fortune »3nd < thou f P eakft on, 
*° r oftc « w «b a folemne earueftnffl? b J ’ 

ty* Villainous whore. 

An a?a-¥*- 3 ailc k c *f* k} no ^lasI found it 
And I did glut my husband. ’ 

lag. Filth, thou lieft. 

oS&SSis&z&fr* 

Doe with fo good a womat!? fUCn 3 fooIe 

, o* 

Em r S, he has kild hi 5 wife. 

WhicSlIwel^S^Sts'S^ 00 ' 
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Come, guard the doore withour,let him not paflc. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame rillaine. 

For t is a damned flaue. Exit Mont. and Gratianc. 

Otb. I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why fhould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Let it goe ail. 

£m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou hcare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in muficke ; Vetllow,Veillow,v>tUow. 

Moore, Ihc was chaft.fhe lou*d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule to blifleas I fpeake true ; 

So fpeaking as I thinke,I dic,I die. Jhe diet. 

Otb, 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is afword of Spaine, the 1 febrookes temper : 

U here it is ; Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. Vtitbits. 

Gra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon.and perforce muft fuffer. 

Otb. Looke in vpon me then and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am,I will aflault thee. 
gra. What is the matter? 

Otb. Behold, I haue a weapon, 

A better neucr did it felfe faftaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh *. 1 haue feene the day . 

That with this little arme.and this good fword* 

I hauemade'my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop : but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controule his fate? tis not fo now. 

Be not a ffraid, though you doe fee me weapon d j 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte, 

The very Sea-marke of my vtmoft faile. 

Doe y ou goe backe difmaid ? tis a loft feare, j 

Man but a rufh againft Othello's breaft» 

And he retire*. Where jfhould Othello goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftar’J wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we fhall meet at compt. 

This looke of thine will hurlc my foule from heauco, 

And fiends will fnatch at it ; cold s cold^ny girlc. 
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wb?p'L k :^sr 0n,rfedi, “ e! 

From the poffeffion of this heauenly fight, 

ttr T dv ° ,ft ^in fulphure. 

Waft me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fi re . 

° De f de ”>™*V'fde men e . dead.O,o,o. 

Enter Lodouico,Montano,W officer s % 

r j t*ri. • in a chaire 

,e 

%. I bleed fir,buc not kiPd. 

F °a" m O fe h fC " S dye. 3UC t,1Ce IiUe * 

Falne in the praftife of a darned flaue f ° S& ° 6 ' 

What fhould be (aid to thee ? * 

Oth. Why,any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will • 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Will you I pray,dcmaund that demy deuilj * 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my f ou | c and body ? 

/^. Demand me nothing, what you know youknow • 

From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word! * * 

Lod* Whatnot to pray ? 

Gra % Torments will ope your lbs 
Otb . Well,thoudodt b: ff. P ' 

Lod. Sir,you i (hall vnderfland whathathbefa'ne. 

Whicb 4 as I think you know not .- her, is a letter, 

% U 3 ’ Found 
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Found in the pocket of the flaine Roderigo j 
And here another ; the one of them imports 
The death of Cafsto, to be vndertooke by Roderigo. 

Oth. O villaioc. 

CaJ. Moft heatheni(h,tnd mod grofle. 

Led. Nowhere* another difcontented paper. 

Found in his pocket too, and this it fecmes, . 

Roderigo meant to h me fent this damned villainca 
But that belike, Iago in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernitious catieffe • 

How came you Cafdo by a handkerchiefs 
That was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber ; 

And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofe, ! 

Which wrought to his defire, 

Oth. O foole,foole,foole. 

Caf. T here is befides in Rodtrigoes letter. 

How he obraid.es lag o,that he made him 
Braue me vponthe watch, whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he fpake. 

After long feeming dead, hgo hurt him, 

Iago (et him on. . , 

Lod You mud forfke this roome,and goe With vs, 
Y our power and your command is taken oft, 

And Cafsio rules in Cyprus ; For thisflaue, 

I fchcrc be any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much,and hold himiong, 

It (hall be his : You (hall clo r c prifoner rett, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you a word or two before you goe j 
I hane done the State feme feruice,and they know t . 
No more of that : I pray you m your letters. 

When you (hali chefc vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as I am ; nothing ex^nuate. 

Nor fet downe ought in malice .• then y ou malt tpea * 
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the Moore of Venice, 

Of one that lou'd not wifely, but too well : 

Of one not eafily iealous.buc being wrought 

I ^T^ e r^ te T e : of one ^hofehand” 

Like the bafe Indian , threw a pearlc awav. 

Richer chenall his Tribe : of one whofe iubdued.eyes 

Albeit vnufed to the melting moode, ^ * 

Drop teares,as faft as the ^Arabian trees 
Their medicinal) gum : Set you downe this 
And lay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turband Tttrhe 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State • * 

I tooke bi’ththroate the circumcifed dog* 

An l c T. o h 2Xp'M. 

Ora. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kift thee ere I kild thee, no way but this, 
Killing my felfe,to dye vpon a kifle. He dies . 

Caf. This did I f e are,but thought he had no weapon; 

For he was great of heart. * 

Lod. O Spartane dog. 

More fell then anguifh, hunger, or the Sea; 
looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed. 

This is thy worke j the obied poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gratiano, kcepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernour 1 
Reirames the cenfure of this hellifh viilaine, 5 

The time, the place.the torture; O enforce it 
My felfe will (trait aboord,and to the State, * 

Thisheauy ad wichheauy heart relate. 

Exeunt ernes. 



EIT^IS* 




